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DRAMATIS  PERSONAE. 

Sir  George  Sfaunton  . . J/Cr,  Kinr 

Captain  of  Knockdunder . Mr.  E.  Maotrth? 

Reuben  Butler,  the  Minister . Mr.  J.  Websterf 

?>  '  . . Mr.  Mortimer 

JJnnarha  Dhu,  a  Cater  an . .  Mr.  Greeni 

Sanderson,  the  Maniac . Mr.  Dibdin  Pitt 

^  -A  . . 

JJavtd  Butter,  a  Youth  . Mr.  Lewis 

Andrew,  a  Fisherman . Mr.  George 

The  m.istler,a  Savage  Youth  . Miss  Macartflj 

lady  Staunton,  late  Effie  Deans . Miss  Watson 

Mrs,  Putter,  late  Jeannie  Dearts  Mrs  Hill 

ff'  ^ititn'  .  . . *•'“  F* 

Mrs.  M  Corkmdale  . . Mrs.  Weston 

May  Hetley . Miss  Cross 


Produced  at  the  Victoria  Theatre,  January  18th,  1833. 
Time  in  Representation,  1  hour  25  minutes. 


COSTUME. 

sir  George  Staunton— Dark  gold  Uced  coat,  white  breeches,  high  black 
bools,  sword  and  gauntlet.  * 

Captain  Scarlet  jacket,  plaid  kelt,  fleshings,  Scotch  hose.  sVoes  and 
Duckies,  gold  laced  three-cornered  hat.  black  wig  with  long  tail. 

Reuben  Butler — Old  fashioned  black  suit,  high  boots,  clerical  hat. 

Melklehcse— Br^n  kuii,  grey  stocki.ies.  shees.  tLree-cornered  hat. 

Uonacba  Dhu— Fleshl.  gs,  sandals  ragged  green  serge  body  without 
Sleeves,  kelt.  highland  cap  with  sinrle  feather,  pouch,  dirk,  &o  f 

Sandy  Sanderson  Tattered  grey  coat  waistcoat,  and  trunks  fleshings, 
tattered  Scotch  stockings,  nsset  shoes,  old  black  scarf.  long  whit* 
dishevelled  hair,  staflf. 

Dicky  Dutton — Greei.  short  coat,  red  striped  waisicoat,  short  nanketo 
trowsers.  shoes  an <i  stockings,  little  whi  e  hat 

David  Butler— Plain  grey  suit,  plaid  scarf,  Scotch  hat. 

Andrew—  Fisherman's  dress  and  boots. 

The  Whistler— Green  ragved  jacket  and  green  plaid  trowsers,  amatl 
acarfof  the  tame.  Scotch*  hose,  shoes,  long  hair,  collar  open,  face  and 
hands  coloured. 

Lady  .^taunton — Elegant  travelling  dress.  5!econd  dress— White  mnallii. 

Mrs.  Builer—  Neat  grey  gown,  white  cap  and  apron. 

Effie  Butler— Scotch  body  and  scarf,  white  petticoat,  ribbUB  iuhulg 
Scotch  hose.  ’ 

Mrs.  M’Corkindale — Hiding  drees  and  bat. 

May  Hetley— Grey  dress. 
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ACT  I. 

GENE  l.-^The  \ExUrior  of  ih«  Mantt  Home  at  AnfiiliKi- 

gower. 

Enter  Mrs«  Mc.CoRKINDALC  and  Mr«  MeikLCHOSI/  N. 

Vr5.  M.  (Knocks  at  M<inse<y  H,  H.  u.  E. — calling.')  What,  no¬ 
body  aboHt  vet  at  the  manse  ?  Why,  Mrs.  Butler  !  minister,! 
Reuben!  David  !— why,  I  say,  May  Hetley— here*a  Scotch 
poii  eness  for  you!  Well,  1  declare  the  only  endurable  pla,ce 
that  ever  f  saw  in  Scotland  is  Edinburgh,  and  that’s  not  ht 
(or  a  decent  body  to  live  in, 

Meik.  Troih,  Maisiresa  Mc.Corkindale^  the  hills  o' Dum- 
bartonstiire  a-e  no  the  places  tul  find  gude  breeding  and  polite- 
ress  in — but"!  maun  beg  leave  tul  differ  with  you  about  canoie 

Ed  inhiir,{t». 

Mrs.  )I  Don't  tell  me  about  ycuar  cannie  Edinburgh— was 
v<  u  ever  «n  Linden  1 

Meik,  T  never  waur  further  south  then  Dumfries,  Mrs.  Me 

Cork  iHl  1?. 

M  s.  M.  I’m  sure  1  wonder  you  don’t  freeze  here,  for  soch 
a  cold  comfor  iless  place  1  never  wish  to  see.  O  here  comes 
Jr-Hiio’e  Bull'-r, 

Enter  Mks  HutleR  frem  House^  she  runt  and  shakes  handi 
with  ilrs  Me  Corkindale  as  an  o/d/ffVnd. 

Mrs.  M  W'JI,  Mrs,  Butler,  bow  does  the  world  use  you— 
and  holt-  rs  lit.-  family?  I  dare  say  now  that  you  have  almos!; 
furj^i.tten  D  1  y  Dution,  that  was  your  companion  when  you 
first  rniered  ihi'  Gane  Loch. 

' Mis  H.  Nae,  uae,  Mrs  Me.  Coiktndale,  I’ve  na  forgot  ye, 
nor  onv  of  my  wode  friends.  Ye  are  right  welcome  to  Knock 
larliiie — I  liea  d  frae  Keseneatb  that  ye  had  entered  into  tb  < 
holt  e-  !ife  of  fiiatrin  ony. 

1/r.v  .17.  I  don’t  know  whether  It’s  holy  or  not,  but  there  i>  a 
gteaidt-al  of  plague  with  it— but  mv  husband  it  a  very  ^ueer 
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tort  o’  man,  andIVhen.  he  is  not,  I  make  him  so,  for  if  h* 
don’t  do  every  Ihirtg  I  bid  him,  I  wring  his  ears,  a  hog  — I  do. 

nfeik^  Now,  in  Dumbartonshire  we  ring  ibe  hog’s  noset,  not 
their  ears — but  ye  are  deeferent  in  the  sooth. 

Mrs,  B.  But  when  you  wedded  your  gndeman,  you  said  you 
would  love,  honour,  ar.d  obey  him* 

Mrs.  M,  Ave,  but  it’s  such  a  long  time  ago  that  I've  for¬ 
gotten  it,  and  my  memory  is  bad,*  but,  baiiujj  that  yo\t  look 
pure  and  well,  you  are  as  old  fashioned,  and  as  Scolchified  as 
ever  in  your  ideras  as  when  I  lived  at  the  Duke  of  Argvle’s, 
and  you  come  to  London  to  get  a  pardon  for  your  sister,  Effie 
Deans,  for  killing  her - 

Mrs.  B.  (^Putting  her  Unger  to  her  lips.')  I  thought  you  said 
your  mamcry  was  bad.  1]  wish  the  minister  had  been  at 
Auchingower — but  he’s  awa  at  Edinburgh,  oi  he'd  have  been 
glad  to  see  you  or  ony^yean  that  was  a  friend  to  puir  Jeanui* 
Deans  at  that  sad  time. 

*  Mrs,  M.  (^Giving  a  letter.)  I  had  forgotten — here’s  a  letter 
that  come  for  you  to  Roseneath,  where  1  have  arrived  on  ba* 
sinesa  for  my  pour  man,  who  is  laid  up  with  the  gout — you 
can  read  it  while  I  give  Mr,  Meiklehose  a  me&sage  to  take 
back,  and  I’ll  be  with  you  in  a  minute. 

Mrs.  B,  Many  thanks,  though  1  no  ken  the  writing— but 
come  ye  in  with  al'  haste,  for  ye  maun  be  sair  distressed  with 
our  rough  roads.  Here,  David  !  MayHetley!  [CaWin^.J 

[Exit  into  House,  R.  H. 

Mrs.  M,  And  now,  Mr,  Meiklehose,  tell  the  boatmen — for  I 
come  in  the  captain’s  gig,  as  be  calls  it,  a  nasty  dirty  Scotch 
boat — that  I  shall  want  them  to  lake  me  back  this  evening,  to 
Roseneath,  the  duke’s  residence;  for  I  cannot  think  of  staying 
all  night  in  this  dog  hole  of  an  island,  among  a  set  of  men 
.hat  are  obliged  to  wear  their  wives’  plaid  petticoats  ! 

Meik,  Mrs.  Mc.Cnrkindale  wud  ye  insult  our  national  dress 
— is  it  na  a  relic  o*  the  Romans? 

Mrs.  M,  Yes,  it  is  a  relish  of  the  rumans  indeed — but  bow* 
aomever,  I  can  talk  to  you,  though  you  being  a  schoolmaster,  ^ 
do  pay  some  regard  to  decency  before  ladies.  I  want  to  know  . 
ff  Jeannie  Deans — that  is  Mrs  Butler,  a*  May  Heiley  says 
——has  ever  heard  of  that  sister  of  hers,  Effie  Deans,  who  after 
sh'i  was  pardoned,  ran  away  to  foreign  parts  with  George  Ro¬ 
bertson,  the  smuggler. 

Mexk,  I  do  na  think  she  has— indeed  she  never  mentioned 
her  name  while  old  Davie  Deans  lived. 

Air$,  M,  I  know  that  before  she  went  away  both  her  and 
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him  tried  to  find  the  child,  for  Margery  Murdockson  con¬ 
fessed  before  Archdeacon  Flem’ng  lhat  she  had  sold  EfBe  s 
child  *o  another  of  her  Gypsey  tribe,  called  Annaple  Baiizou, 
but  what  had  become  of  her  they  never  could  fir.d,  and  yet 
EflBe  tiied  hard,  and  I’m  sure  I  think  she  was  a  fool  for  her 
pains— it  vtas  but  a  base  born,  you  know. 

Mtik.  Cl  was  hers,  Maistiess  Mc.Corkindale,  and  its  being 
a  base  born  was  no  tho  pair  infant’s  fault,  but  that  o’  its  pa- 
i-ents — and  though  'tis  said  the  sins  o’  the  forbears  shall  bo 
visited  eri  ihe  children,  1  ud  say  but  little  for  those  wha 
could  behave  ill  lull  a  puir  bairn,  for  that  his  parents  Lad 
made  a  mistake  in  the  side  o’  I  he  blanket. 

Mrs  M.  Oh  well  then,  voung  women  ouight  to  cake  care, 
t'  hen  I  was  Miss  Dolly  Dutton,  housemaid  to  the  Duke  of 
Aravle,  and  sent  down  bv  him  as  housekeeper  to  Rosenealh, 
>vbe*re  I  married  Mr.  Me  Corkinciale,  the  traveller  to  Mr,  Dai¬ 
ry  mple,  the  great  lintndraper  of  Glasgow — I  say  when  I  was 
an  ianocent  virein,  I  was  the  veiy  squintessence  of  virtue,  and 
always  lo(  ked  at  the  men  surreptitious) v. 

Mtik.  Suspiciously,  you  mean,  Mrs,  Mc.Corkindale. 

Mrs.  M.  Well,  it’s  just  the  same  thing,  you  know  J  but 
voung  women  are  too  afit  to  lower  their  own  indignity  to 
me*  s’  wwdula’ion,  as  her  grace  the  <luchess  used  to  say. 

Meii.  1  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Mo.Coikiirdale,  but  1  expect 
her  grace  said  adulation, 

Mrs.  M.  O.  you  be  faddled — I  know  what  I*m  talking 
about,  so  don’t  let  me  hear  any  more  of  your  outlandish  lingo, 
you  old  Scotch  collop  !  [Flounces  off  in  a  rage  to  the  Manscy 

B.  H.] 

Metk.  The  glide  wife’s  angry — I  ken,  when  she  was  at  Rose- 
neath,  lang  syne,  Doncaoj  ihe  Captain  o*  Kuockdunder  and 
she  were  aye  at  coil — but  she  mauna  tell  me  that  her  grace, 
the  Duchess  o’  Argvle  wud  say  undulation  when  she  meant 
■dulatioD,  whilk  is  a  subsiaolive.  meaning  — 

Enter  Effib  Eutlf.r,  l.  h. 

Ef.  (Running  to  him.)  How  dun  ye  do,  Mr.  Meiklehose? 

Meik.  Ha  !  Femie,  my  bonnv  bairn,  how  do  f  e  the  morn  ? 
—  but  ye  mpiin  gang  in,  for  tbe-e’s  a  visitor  come  to  the 
manse,  and  I’m  just  thinking  ye'll  be  wanting,  Femie — but 
whv.  I’d  ken,  are  ye  called  F^mie,  wh^n  your  name  being 
Ejpbemia  is  always  abbreviated  as  Eliie  ’ 

kjf.  I  II  tell  you,  Mr  Meiklehose — I  was  christened  Eu- 
phemia  after  my  aunt,  Effie  Deans,  but  mv  grandfather  could 
never  bear  to  hear  the  name,  so  always  called  me  Femie.  Tet 
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I'm  sure  he  loved  her,  for  ihe  black  kje  that  had  been  hers# 
he  always  foddered  bimaelf,  and  paid  more  attention  to  her 
than  to  all  the  others — and  I've  seen  a  tear  start  in  his  eye 
when  she  would  be  wild  and  kiok  down  the  pail— bat  she  was 
alwrtxs  uncj  strange. 

Mftk,  Like  her  to  whom  she  belonged — but  you  are  EfBe 
Butler,  not  Eilie  Deans— and  ye  ha  ta  cause  to  be  snameU  o 
your  nam*',  bairn,  Bui  where  is  your  biother  David  ? 

Kff.  He’s  gane  to  look  after  the  catJle,  and  bring  in  the 
stragglers,  for  Black  Donacha  is  on  the  loch. 

Meik  Black  Donacha  Dhu  on  the  Inch  !  [Crosses  to  L.  H.] 
my  certes,  if  the  Captain  of  Knockdonder  fa’s  in  wi'  him,  hot 
his  neck  and  a  rope  will  be  soon  foregathered— but  rin  ye  iri, 
rin  ye  in — I  mu-'-l  to  the  boat,  for  if  Donacha  Dhu's  on  the 
look  out — why,  I've  lelt  my  new  frieze  clock  there,  and  he’s 
no  parlicalar  what  he  makes  free  with. 

[Eztf  L.  u. — Effie  into  House. 


SCENE  W,— Interior  of  the  Manse* 

Enter  JeANnie  BtiTLBR,  R,  h.  reading  a  Letter 

Mrs.B.  Do  my  een  deceive  me?— ah,  Effie,  Effie  !  mony  a. 
heart  ache  ha  ye  given  your  ain  Jeannie.  [AWs.]  ‘  Dearest 
Jeannie, —  You  will  be  surprised  to  hei.r  that  stie  who  was- 
born  to  be  a  curse  to  her  family,  and  the  irouole  of  her  sister’s  • 
heart,  the  late  Effie  Deans,  is  now  no  other  than  the  wife  o. . 
S  r  George  Staunton,  who  having  abjured  ine  name  of  Robert., 
son,  and  his  wi  d  and  fear'ul  ways,  is  now  .  y  his  falher’M 
death,  rich  and  powerful.  I  know  that  mv  Jean  le  is  liar, 
pv  and  contented— I  know  that  bv  wealth  1  cannot  add 
to  her  comlorl,  but  by  writing  to  say  that  I  live— am  nappy, 
an  we  ,  I  shall  give  a  throb  of  joy  to  her  excellent  hea' t  ! 
—  can  also  be  (he  means  of  assisting  her  ehild.en's  foriunes. 

e  not  your  husband  let  me  hear  from  von — di-ecied  lo  Ivadv' 
Staunton,  VVallingham  Manor.  Tnine  ever— Eikie’  Ah 

LkVFffi'e^'  bonn.e  Lffi.!  |,^  the  ha-d-the  st.le,  its  n<: 
Brownie  *  ^  •  sure  lis  some  fairv  fm — some  iaithlul 

•zroV  r  ■» 

Euter  May  Heti.ey,  l.  h. 


May.  Ech,  Maistress  Jeannie,  here’ 


pickl«,o  Lowlanders- here’ll  be  rare  fash  1  trow 
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Jdrs,  B.  Dinna  ye  say,  that  they  are  right  welcome  p  Her, 
what  a  bonny  laddie.  (Exit  May  Hetly,  l.  h. 

Enter  the  Captain  0/ Knockdunder,  l.  h. 

Capt.  Ech,  Maistress  Butler!  hoo’s  aw’ at  the  manse? 
Had  1  had  ken’d  the  minister  had  been  ganging,  I  d  ha'heen 
»ere  ;  ye  should  na  ha^  been  without  a  gude  man — ha,  ha, 
la  !  I  suti  ha’  been  here  as  early  as  Maistress  Me  Corkin- 
lale,  but  my  devils  o’  boatmen  are  as  stupid  as  mules,  and  as 
azy  as  be  damned  ! 

:iJrs.  B.  I  am  sorry,  Captain,  the  minister’s  na  at  the 
aanse  tul  receive  you  with  abetter  welcome. 

t'apt.  My  leddie,  I  ask  ten  thousand  pardons  !  Mrs*  Put- 
ler,  this  leddie  is  the  Dukeof  Argyle’s  vaiy  particular  friend 
1— come  tul  the  Castle  of  E.<  seneath  for  her  health,  and  in  her 
tondescensions  and  ajffability,  she  has  come  tul  Knocktarlitee, 
|ill  see  Auchingower-  and  ye  maun  do  your  best  tull  mak 
!er  comfortable ;  it’s  the  leddie — {Aside  ) — plague  0’  the  low 
jind  names— had  it  been  Me.  Gregor,  Mc.Farlane,  or  Me. 
ntosh,  I  d  na  ha*  forgotten  it.  It’s  leddie  -  (7'rt/ ng  to  rc- 
\\ember  the  name  )  Bless  ray  soul  I  of  the  auncient  family  of 
|-0’d,  damn  it  1 — and  she  comes  from — the  devil  i  axing 
jur  lady  ship’s  pardon.  {Bowing,) 

,  Enter  Lady  Staunton,  l.  h. 

,  Lady  S.  {Crosses  to  c.)  Dear  Mrs.  Butler  1  after  the  ac- 
*»unt  tne  captain  has  given  you  of  my  title,  family,  and  es- 
,te,  I  fear  the  quiet  and  respectable  family  at  the  manse  in 
uchingower  will  hesitate  to  receive  to  its  friendly  circle  a 
mdescript  being  like  I  have  been  represented,  but  I  can  as- 
,re  you,  Mrs.  Butler,  that  I  am  not  so  dangerous  a  guest  as 
»u  may  suppose—and  shall  feel  obliged  if  you  will  allow  me 
remain  at  the  man.se  for  a  day  or  two. 

Capt.  Allow  ye  ?  Dinna  yer  lady  ship  name  sic  a  word — she 
ist  allow  it — its  Me.  Culluin  More’s  command- it’s  the 
iptain  of  Knockdunder  s  order,  and  it  must  and  shall  be  so. 
Liay  S.  1  spoke  to  Mrs.  Butler,  sir  ! 

Mrs.  B.  1  welcome  her  ladyship  to  Auchingower  most 
eerfully  and  heartily,  and  only  regret  the  absence  of  the 
enirter,  wha  could  better  entertain  your  ladyship. 

Capt.  Ye  maun  ken,  Mrs.  Putler,  that  the  leddie  ha’  corn’d 
wn  here  for  the  fr«‘sh  air,  and  the  goats’  milk,  and  the  asses 
Ik,  to  bring  her  about.  If  she  would  ha’  taken  my  advice 
*  would  ha’  staid  at  Boseneath  with  my  fameely— her  lady- 
p«wud  ha’  found  plenty  of  asses  there  -  and  aw  the  goata 
•ur  island  ken  their  obligation  tull  the  Duke  o'  ArgyU 


10  .1  <  %'uiBTLBR, 

ti»  well,  that  if  >  na^.  but  ^at  upo'  a  hillock,  and  cried  Me. 
Culluin  more,’’  there  bfid  a  been  the  be*goata,  and  the  ahe*' 
goats,  and  «w— come  swir.imtng  through  the  looh  to  be  milked. < 
Lady  S.  Mrs  Butler^,  yoor  kind  welcome  has  given  my  heartii 
the  mi*si  pleasurable  sensations  ;  my  trunks  are  I  believe^ 
broiieht  lo  the  manse,  h. you  will  favour  me  with  vour  arm, 

I  will  retire  and  a  r.  nge  mv  dress. 

Capt  ^n<l  I’ll  take  in  the  mean  time,  a  survey  of  the  parish  i 
of  Knorklirliiee — tor  7.  req.iires  a  mint  o  leaking  after  y#i 
ken  — 'iifi  then  be  back  to  dinner  wi’  ye  my  leddie. 

Lady  S,  Ifou  will  excuse  me,  Captain — 1  shall  dine  in  my^ 
apartment.  ' 

Capi.  Oh,  certainly  your  ladyship;  and  as  your  ladyship 
plea-es  and  disposes— but  Mats  ress  P'ltl^r 

Lady  S.  Will  dine  with  me.  ■  Ta/css  VIr-.  B’a., /innd,  and 
they  exit,  R.  h  | 

Capt  (  Astonished. )  Here  an  indignity  !  Dancan  of  Rose- 
^ath,  the  Captain  of  Knockdu  der,  and  79ih.  cousin  lull  the 
Duke  o'  -trgvle— HtewHrd  o’  the  castle,  and  governor  of  the 
J  ower  .  to  be  told  by  a  London  fleebysky,  and  a  parson’s  wif* 
that  he  a  to  dine  by  himsel  !  Why,  pJ^s  and  potatoes— 
bannocks  and  badeymeal  !  if  I'd  ha’  kenned  what  a  damned 
q.iaker  s  meeting  it  waur  to  have  been.  I’d  neVr  ha’  shook  my 
Bhanksouto  room— but  I’ll  gang  lull  M  ly  Hetley  lor  a  drop 

?.|i  warbit,  but 

1  il  tell  them  my  mind. 

En/^r  Mrs  Me  Corkindale,  and  Dicky  Dutton,  t.  h. 

Mr*.  3f.  Well,  Captain  Knockundei— how  do  ye  do  br 
uiR  time  ?  j  ^7 

Knockdnnder!  Dnnoan  Campbell,  never 
knocked  under  ,0  aov  body,  Mrs.  .Me.  Corklndale! 

fiUhv'^  iT''  -  -  -  -  it!  madam,  „  na 

1  H  li'  that  waur  the  reason  that  the  Sassanach 

damned  !  body  ;  if  I  do.  I’H  be 

i'’"”  t'”'  "><> 

Mr.  Rich.rd  DaH„„  m,  c.^L  f '""f '"If  y”"  "“‘io*. 

Sigbl.,d.  for  h.  b.ii.*l’of  bi,  be/llhT  ‘t'* 
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DUky,  Ye*,  sir— yoQr  servant.  The  doctor  says  that  sich 
people  shouldn’t  eat  much — now  this  is  a  capital  place,  for 
there’s  not  mnch  to  eat,  and  that  stinks  of  garlic  and  snuff, 
enough  to  turn  the  stomach  of  a  soa  <  boiler's  vat. 

Capt.  No,  na  kickshaws — but  a  good  substantial  table  o' 
roast  and  boiled  !  Tea,  and  hot  bailey  bannocks — ham,  and 
muir  fowl— hot  oatcake,  aixW  flaegon  o’  the  best  ;  there’s  a 
I  breakfast  for  ye;  but  when  I  think  o’  this  business  o’ the 
I  dinner.  I’m  in  sic  a  rage.  Pub  !  I’m  as  hot  as— 

Dicky.  I’m  sure  1  shouldn’t  a  thought  so  in  that  dress,  sir. 

I  ^Capt.  Go  to  the  devil  !  Heaven  forgi’  for  swearing  sae  ;  I 
ought  tull  think  o’  my  latter  end.  [A'jrit  Captain,  R.  ii. 

,  Dicky.  You  should  indeed,  this  cold  weather,  airi  O, 
cousin  Corkiudale,  I  shall  be  starv’d  here  amongthe  Hottenpots. 

M.  No,  my  dear  Dicky — you  shall  dine  with  Mrs. 
Bull  er  ;  as  for  those  savages,  they’ve  got  the  stomach  of  hogs, 
Dicky.  That  they  have,  cousin  Corkindale;  I  shouldn’t 
wonder  but  they’ll  have  some  fricaseed  frogs,  or  a  tom  cat 
atewed  in  tobacco  for  dinner.  ^Exeunt,  L.  H. 


SCENE  llI.^Anoiher  Apartment  in  the  Manse. 

Enter  Lady  Staunton,  and  Mrs.  Butler,  r,  h. 

I  lady  S.  (l.  H.)  1  am  sorry  your  wothy  husband  is  not  at 
Auchiogower,  that  I  might  have  bad  the  pleasure  of  being 
introduced  to  him— but  1  hope  that  he  will  soon  settle  his 
business  at  Edinburgh,  and  return  safe  to  a  family  circle  that 
seem  to  live  but  for  him. 

3frt.  B,  Your  ladyship  is  owre  kfod,  and  pleased  to  compli¬ 
ment. 

Lady  S.  What  family  have  you,  Mrs.  Butler  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Three  bairns,  please  your  ladyship  ;  yean  girl,  and 
twa  boys,  [Effie  sings  without.] 

Proud  Matsey’s  in  the  wood. 

Walking  sae  eaily ; 

Sweet  Robin  sits  on  the  bush 
Singing  sae  rarely. 

Enter  Effie,  r.  h. 

ifrt.B.  Eh,  Femie!  I  think  you’re  no  blate  ;  diona  ye  see 
bar  ladyship? 

Ef.  (Retiring.)  I  ask  a  thousand  pardons  o*  tbebounie  leddie. 

Lady  S,  Nay,  come  hither  my  sweet  girl;  let  me  hear  you 
itbg  again,  for  1  somewhere  remember  both  the  air  and  words ; 
rou  will  oblige  me.^ 
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Wr^.  B.  I‘m  *ure  Femie  will  b«  proud.  Sinj  bsira* 

Ef.  (Sink's  ) 

Ca\ild  is  my  be-i,  Lord  Archll)ttld 
Aod  sad  my  sleep  of  sorrow  ; 

But  thou  sal  be  as  sad  and  cauld. 

My  fause  true  love,  t  > morrow. 

Who  makes  the  bridal  bed. 

Birdie  saytrulv — 

The  trev-hair'd  sexton, 

Thai  delves  the  grave  duly. 

The  glow-worm  o'er  grave  and  stone, 

ShaU  li^’ht  thee  steady — 

The  O'vl  fiom  the  steeple  sing, 

VVe'come  proud  Leodie. 

Lady  S.  Thanks!  sweet  girl!  \^Asxde  '\  'Twaa  poor  Madge 
Wild  tire’s  farouiite  sone. 

Mrs.  B,  Femie,  gang  call  your  brother  David. 

,  [  Exit  EfEe,  R.  H, 

La  ly  S.  That’s  a  lovely  girl.  Mis.  Butler — what  do  you  call 
her  ? 

Mrs  B,  Femie,  please  your  ladyship!  she  was  christened 
Eiinbeniia. 

Lady  S.  {Looking  a^'chly  at  Mrs  Indeed  !  I  ibonght 

that  Effie  had  been  the  usual  Scotch  contraction  of  that  name 
—at  least  it  was  so  when  Jeannie  Deans  had  a  sister  that  loved 
so  sadly,  and  so  true. 

Mrs,  B.  Eh?  no — it  canna  be ;  and  yet  that  voice — that! 
look  ' — it  is  ! 

Lady  S.  l.ady  Staunton  ! — yoiironn  Effie  !  [They  embrace.']' 

Mrs,  B.  Leddie  Staunton  !  Ah,  fnie  that  1  was  na  to 
recollect — but  do  I  hand  ye  since  mair  neist  my  heart.  Ah, 
Effi**,  had  but  puir  father  lived 

Lady  S.  He  would  not  have  forgiven  me— nor  must  you  ; 
think  not  that  I  hold  myself  yet  worthy  of  a  place  in  your 
heart,  dear  friend — jour  blameless  life  has  been  a  scene  ofl 
virtue,  doing  good  to  all  around  ye  ;  mine  has  been  a  career 
of  guilt  and  infamy  !  —  and  think  not  I  come  now  with  my 
cheai-lbe>ga|]ow8  face,  to  call  Jeannie  Butler  sister,  and  bring, 
a  blush  upon  the  honest  cheek  of  her  faithful  Reuben, 

Mrs  B.  Dear  Effie,  dinna  ye  talk  so — ye  are  married  now  j 
Sir  George  has  forgaun  bis  wild  courses— and  it  has  been 
proved  lang  syne  afore  Archdeacon  Fleming,  that  your  child 
is  living,  thounh  were  gaun  we  wot  not. 

Lady  S.  SirGeorce  is  now  making  every  enquiry,  and  will 
be  here  shortly.  I  fained  to  come  here  for  my  health,  but  in 
reality  to  once  more  embrace  my  dear  Jeannie,  and  see  what 
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I  aan  do  Jor  her  children — but  you  must  promise  (o  conceal 
our  relalionship  from  all,  even  the  minister  must  not  know  it; 
nr  should  it  be  known  that  Sir  George  S  aunton,  and  Geordi® 
lobertson  were  one  and  the  same,  we  should  again  be  com¬ 
pelled  to  leave  our  native  land. 

Mrs.  B.  I  w  ill  oblige  ye  in  aw’  dear  Effie— but  ye  might  ha 
(rusted  the  miriister,  for  lie  is  aye  discreet  ^  but  the  bairns 
they  maun  hear  us. 

hnler  David,  and  Effie  Bdtler,  r.  h. 

3irs.  B.  This  is  my  son,  David  Butler.  Make  your  respects 
to  Laddie  Staunton,  David. 

Dav.  Yes,  miiher;  her  ladyship’s  right  welcome  to  Auchin- 

gower. 

Lady  S.  I  thank  ye,  David  ! — bow  like  your  father,  Jean— 
[^part— Mrs.  B.,  Iwlds  up  her  finger.]  Mrs.  Butler,  I  mean. 
I  wish  to  luxuriate  on  this  beautiful  Hiahland  stonery,  and 
survey  the  rugged  cataract;  will  you  favour  me,  David  by 
becoming  my  guide,  * 

Dav.  Aye,  that  1  will,  please  your  ladyship,  and  preud  o* 
he  office — but  if  you  please,  I’ll  just  doff  my  jacket,  and  put 
on  my  better  claiihs. 

Lady  S  There  is  no  occasion,  David  ;  in  a  couple  of  hours 
we  .shall  return,  and  then  have  time  to  dress  for  diuner— h emie 
I  must  then  have  another  song.  For  the  present,  my  dear 
Mrs  Butler,  adieu  ! 

Mrs.  B.  Farewell,  dear— dear  Effie!  [Lady  S.,  holds  up 
her  finger.]  I  mean  a  bounie  gude  day  to  your  ladvship  ! 

[Kxit  Ladv  Staunton,  and  David,  L.  H. 
Eff  Dear  mother — wbv,  you  said  F-flie. 

Mrs.  B.  How  could  I  be  so  daft,  [Aside.]  I  were  ave  think¬ 
ing  o’  ye  my  bairn,  and  that  I  wud  like  to  see  you  a  bonny 
leddie  like  that — but  I  must  away  to  make  preparations,  and 
look  after  Mrs.  Me.  Corkiiidale,  I  can  hardly  conceal  oiy 
emotion  from  the  dear  child,  [Exit  Mrs,  Butler,  R.  H. 

Eff.  There’s  something  about  that  sweet  leddie  makes  me 
love  her  like  mv  own  miiher — and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life 
I  felt  envy.  Yes,  1  envied  David  the  pleasure  of  attending 
her  on  her  walk — f  would  that  she  lived  here  for  aye.  1 

Enter  the  Captain  of  KNOCKDttNDEK.  r.  h.  | 

Clift.  Aye,  but  I’ll  not  live  here  another  moment  ;  here’s 
May,H"tley  has  not  got  a  leg  o’  muir  fowl  left  in  the  kitchen  ; 
and  thunder  and  kettle  drums,  she  can  no  find  the  brandy 
bottle  > — if  she  had  na  been  the  gillie  o’  the  meeoister,  I’d  ba’ 
set  her  in  the  stocks  for  a  lazv  drone.  She  is  na  gude  for  oot, 
tut  till  .sit  iii  the  chimney  while  the  lain  reeks. 
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Eff  Is  there  an^rihing  1  can  serve  y  e  in.  Captain  Duncan 
I  ki<ow  where  the  brandy  is. 

Capt  Ha!  EtBe,  my  lassie  *  ye  are  a  sensible  bairn — I  aw 
ways  can  d  ye  sae  ye  ken  ;  and  mony's  the  lime  1  ha'  been  put 
into  a  gude  temper  by  ye,  when  1  was  all  fire  and  guns  \vi* 
Buid  Davie  Dean's  catneioniau  nonsense. 

Eff.  Nay,  Captain,  ye  munua  say  anything-  sgainst  roy  res¬ 
pected,  and  dear  grandfather  j  he  was  a  leeile  kankerl  awhiles 
— but  he  was  aye  gude  lo  me,  and  I  loo’d  him  dearly. 

Capt.  That’s  a  good  bairn — I  dinna  say  ooi  attainst  him  ; 

1  s.sy  that  he  was  the  best  judge  o’ btack  cattle  in  Dumbarton- 
shiie  j  how  fond  he  waur  o’  tJie  meenister,  your  father. 

Eff.  Aye,  that  he  was. 

Capt.  And  aye  talking  o’  his  favourite  cows.  Your  mitber 
wur  never  out  of  his  mouth,  Femie. 

Eff  No,  that  she  wasn’t.  Captain, 

Capt.  And  for  his  calves,  be  d  ha’ given  his  sark  lull  you, 
tn'l  your  biothers. 

Eff.  (Wiping  his  «yet.)  Aye,  that  he  would  Captain. 

Capt.  \\eel  then,  now  Lllic  fetch  the  brandy  bollle,  for  the 
drops  ae  squeezing  out  at  my  e’en—and  i  must  Uke  a  drop 
inside  lo  surply  perspirutiou.  [£.vif  liffie,  R.  h.]  Puir  bairn, 
she  was  the  pride  of  -i  oor  Davy’s  heart,  and  1  was  wrong  tuli 
speak  ill  o’  him  in  her  presence;  He  wud  na  call  ber  Eflie, 
but  she  was  the  fcffie  of  hii  heart,  and  made  up  he  had  used 
to  say,  for  the  evil  one  that  had  lied,  in  tears  like  the  irouniain 
mitt. 

Enter  CffIE,  R.  h.  with  Brandy^  which  she  Jills  for  the  Cap¬ 
tain.  He  drinks. 

Capt.  That’s  right,  my  bairn — this  is  the  right  Grey _ 

Enter  Mrs.  Me.  Corkindalb,  r.  ii. 

Mrs.  M.  What,  drinking  brandy  again,  at  this  time  in  the 
morning  !  Fie,  Mr.  Knockunder. 

Capt.  Knockdunder  !— gods warbit,  woman,  ye’re  like  the 
dog  in  the  (able,  ye’ll  neither  diink  the  brandy  yersel,  nor  let 
others  diink  it- -lak  a  wee  drappa,  Femie,~’twiil  do  ye  gude. 
lassie. 

Effie.  My  dear  sir,  I  never  drink  brandy. 

Capt.  Well  then,  bairn,  I’ll  drink  for  you,  [Drinks] 

Mrs  M.  Yos,  or  for  anvbody  else,  I  believe.  Brandy— bran- 

y— -by  the  time  you  go  back  lo  liuseueath,  you’ll  be  uothioe 
but  brandy  •  »  6 

.1  ‘h®  loch, 

there  il  be  brandy  and  water,  * 
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Enter  Dicky  Dutton,  l.  h. 

lyicky.  Miss  Fetnie,  your  mother  wants  you — and  you  too, 
Mrs  Me.  Cntkindale. 

Mrt,  M*  Vory  well,  Dicky.  [Apart  to  him.'\  Vou  muststi''k 
up  to  the  minister’s  daaghter.  you  know— -li,  ye  you  oult-d  h»*r  ? 

Dicky,  Yes,  I  look’d  very  lang  lithiog  ai  h^r,  and  then  I 
asked  if  she  had  seen  my  eyes,  an  t  )>he  said  yes  ;  and  then  ( 
asked  her  what  she  thought  of  the  n— ~and  si.e  said  sUe  thought 
1  squinted  ! 

Mrs.  M.  Never  mind.  Dicky,  all  In  good  time.  Come,  Ef- 
fie  love,  we’ll  leave  Mr.  Richard  to  eutertain  lt>e  caf>tain. 

[£xi<  Mrs,  Me  Corkindale.  R.  H. 

Capt.  {Getting  intoxicated,)  Yon  mav  leave  the  buttle,  my 
dear — [I’aAer  tt  — Exit  Effie.  R.  H.]— then  I  can  take  care  of 
myself.  Mow,  Mr.  Dicky  Button. 

Dicky  O  la,  Richard  Dutton,  if  you  please,  sir. 

Capt,  VV^ll  then  Richard  Glu.ton,  can  you  drink  brandy  ?* 

Dicky  O  la,  no,  sir!  1  never  drink  anything  stronger  than 
weak  shrub  and  water,  or  a  little  white  wine  whey,  when  I’ve 
got  a  cold. 

Capt.  (Contemptuously.)  Ye’re  a  sweet  rip — had  y’r  mother 
mouv  o’ye  ? 

Dicky.  Only  me,  sir! 

Cant.  (Affects  to  start.)  Only  t/e— and  did  ye  come  owre 
the  1  och  i  n  one  boat  ? 

Dicky.  Yes,  I  did — was  it  dangerous? 

Capt,  Hoot  awa  mon — ye  ought  to  ha  come  in  twa  boats! 
And  sae  yer  mother  had  only  ye? — ye  ha  heard  o*  the  moun* 
tdin  in  labour  I 

Dicky.  No,  but  are  there  sich  things  ? — but  I  suppose  thero 
is,  for  i  saw  one  or  swo  looking  very  big. 

Capt  Why,  ye’re  next  to  a  natural  ! 

Dicky.  Are  you  one,  sir? 

Capf.  (Lays  hold  of  him.)  Come  along,  you  jinknmdeddie, 
do — I’ll  m  ke  vou  smoke  a  pipe,  and  drink  the  health  of 
Cutitim  More  and  Knockdunder  in  twa  glasses  o’ brandy,  afoiw 
ye  ha  yer  dinner — sae  come  along  ! 

Dicky.  O,  tbe  savage  !  But,  Mr,  Captain,  I  shall  die-~it 
w  i '  I  kill  n«  “  ! 

Capt.  Weel,  then,  ye’ll  be  buried  in  no  fear  o’  the  body 
snatchers,  for  ye’ll  be  a  pure  ugly  corpse— ye’ll  be  like  a 
drown'd  ferret  is  soapsuds— come  along! 

[Drags  Dicky  off.  i,  u, 
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8C£NEl!  IT^.— T/ie  Bed  of  the  Cataract,  Hi^h  CHjfs  all  rouni 
—  Bock  pieces  here  ond  there —  IVaters  lit  mutiou, 

DonacHa  Dho,  appears  on  a  small  rock,  and  whistles— a 
Highlander  lifts  up  his  head  from  one  of  the  rocks  and  speais.J 

1  Gypsey.  Did  you  see  ihe  sassenach  pass  ? 

Don,  VVhat,  the  fair  one  of  the  south,  and  the  parson’s 
boy  ? 

1  Gypsey.  Aye,  mun  — we  wait  but  their  return. 

Don,  loucL  her  not,  if  you  ralue  Blank  Donaeba’s  good 
'•ill.  I  know  her — she  is  the  wife  of  Geordie  Robertson,  and 
1  have  reasons  why  1  would  not  harm  her  j  and  for  the  niinis- 
lei  s  family,  I  have  already  declared  they  must  aye  go  free,  I 
would  not  Idiay  on  his  lands,  unless  1  \y  tahed  the  displeasure 
of  heaven  to  each  man’s  oppression.  For  the  captain  of  Knock- 
dundet,  as  long  as  we  supply  him  with  sinuggled  brandv,  he 
is  our  fiiend,  unless  the  interest  of  Me.  Cnllum  More  is  con- 
cerned,  and  then  he  will  execute  the  will  of  the  Duke  of 
Argyle,  with  a  fearful  prorfiptness. 

]  Gypsey.  Ti ulv,  we  lead  a  wretched  life  here,  at  the  mer¬ 
cy  of  such  a  blockhead  as  Knockdunder. 

Don,  Murmur  not;  we  are  the  legitimate  children  of  free¬ 
dom.  If  one  spot  suit  not  our  purpose,  we  can  leave  it _ we 

follow  the  sun  as  it  sets — in  vain  they  pursue  us  ;  the  night 
closes  in,  and  «e  are  lost  in  the  gloaming.  Look  round  the 
world,  whai  is  it  but  a  prison  ?  all  are  either  slaves  to  each 
other,  or  voluntary  prisoners  to  their  calling.  The  Gypsey 
alone,  is  free  ;  as  he  presses  the  heather  bell  with  bis  foot, 
he  proudly  fe*  Is  that  Ire  is  no  man’s  debtor — no  cares  disturb 
his  mossy  pillow,  and  the  vigils  of  vexation  or  debauchery 
are  alike  unknown  to  him. 

1  Gypsey.  True.  Donacha— but  where  is  the  Whistler? 

Don.  Oh,  scaling  some  lofty  rock  to  rob  the  eagle’s  nest,  I 
suppose— or  diving  for  stones  in  the  cataract’s  bed — nothing 
comes  amiss  to  biiti. 

1  Gypsey.  Prythee,  Donacha,  where  got  ye  that  sparrow, 
hawk — ’tis  an  unlucky  biidl 

Don  I’ll  tell  you.  On  my  leaving  the  army,  in  which  I 
had  entered  in  early  life,  when  another’s  villainy  had  poisoned  ' 

/"y  ^  fonned  a  plan  of  trading  in  human  traffic 

and  this  boy  was  brought  me  by  an  old  gypsey  wife,  to  be  ship 
ped  ofl  for  Ameiica.  To  me  be  took  n  wonderoits  liking— » 
Ibougb  savage  aod  rude  to  others,  like  the  spaniel,  he  would 
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bear  mv  kick  with  howling  patience,  Jmt  would  Ay 

e-er  at  another,  for  the  least  threat.  He  had  been  t^ght  to 

whistle  snatches  of  Highland  tunes  by  old  Annaple  Bailzou, 

thatl  bought  him  of,  and  from  that  was  always  called  the 
Whistler— nor  hare  I  ever  given  him  another  name,  nor  will 
I  part  with  him  now'.  1  love  him  for  the  devil  that  is  in  him, 
and  for  the  revenee  that  through  him  1  may  one  day  have  on 
">:aestroVerofmyonlyhope.  (VWer.)  But  see,  a  storm 
is  coming  on.  Gypsies,  to  your  lair  again, 

GYPSEY  CHORUS, 

Hark,  the  thunder  rolls  over  head, 

And  .he  catara  t  foams  from  the  steep. 

Down  its  waters  fall  stormy  and  red, 

And  he  ke  pie  awakes  from  the  deep. 

Coint'  away — come  away, 

G  ipse  V  crew,  come  away  I 

Hark  :  the  spir.t  shrieks  loud  from  the  wave. 

And  the  tempest  chimes  in  with  the  sound. 

Chilling  fear  sinks  the  he«it  of  the  brave, 

And  dire  horrors  gather  quick  around 

Comeaway,  &c« 

[Exeunt  to  symphony  at  several  entrances.  The  stormin^ 

rretises — stas^e  darkens — thunder.  ^  „ 

Enter  Lxoy  Staunton  and  David,  tn  alarm,  L. 

it™  S  David,  «ehave  left 
TPfrace  our  steps,  which  late  we  trod  in  wilderecl  ha^te. 

Dav.  Ah,  me,  bonnie  leddie,  I  have  indeed  lost  “X 
the  roar  of  the  waters  frighten  and  coufound  me.  Hollo 
hollo  I  Yet  do  I  repent  mesair  that  1  ca  d. 

Tft  IvS  Wi‘V  SO,  David  ?  ,  ,  t 

Uav.  Black  DonacLa  may  be  on  the  look  out : 
thiariie  wou.d  net  harm  ye,  sweet  leddie.  Hark !  [.4  *»«• 

h^ird—the  waters  rise  perceptibly,  and  the  sto>m  rages  vio- 

Untly..  £nier  Sandy  Sanderson,  R.  H. 

Sandv  Rin,  leddie,  rin  for  the  love  o’  gudeness  !  the  waters 
ave  a  e  nSfast.  Ah,  bonnie  leddie,  woe  is  me  to  see  ye  in 

Mc  a  lce.  LDavid  looks  out  n.  H.)  ^  V''r’thpT;7 

ye  canita  gang  that  way  noo.  The  waters  ha  burst  the  brig, 

“l„T“'p«-r’ofmercyl  What  m  to  be  done  1>  Good 
trien<i,  lead  nsi.om  this  nlace,  and  take  th.e  puree  for  your 

Ah,  honnie  leddie.  I'll  na  tak 
yer  gond-gin  I  could  saye  ye,  I’d  need  na  better  reward. 
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Good  and  siller  I  need  none~I  ha  na  wife,  na  bairn/  na  in- 
in  the  whole  world  that  cares  for  Sandy  Sanderson-and  when 
the  auld  fiaberlunzte  dies,  there’.,  not  a  tear  will  be  shed,  nor 
a  stone  mark  the  desolate  spot  '_ihe  vulture  will  prey  on  his 
ent.ads  and  his  bones  whiten  on  the  blighted  inuir,  unknown 
and  unbuned  !  [Crosses  io  t  H  ] 

hea^Y^  Hapless  bein.',  alas,  wbU  misery  has  bowed  thv 

Misery  !  oh,  bonnie  leddie,  ye  speak  in  kindly 
phrase,  and  its  Ung  sm  piiir  old  feckless  Sandy  has  been  sae 
spoken.  But  tent  ye,  [To  David.]  tent  ve.  bairn-.e  maun 
c.im  the  rock,  and  then  nn  for  dear  life  ’till  ye  come  to  the 
gypsey  s  tent-some  o’  them  will  come  with  ropes  and  poles 
aud  save  the  bonnie  leddie.  f  David  c/imbs  L  asstsied  b^ 
Sandy  8  pole  or  crook.]  That’s  a  bairn.  I’ll  help  ye  thenl-lake 
heed,  take  heed  !_p|ace  your  foot  there— baud  Vast,  now’— 
cannie  lad,  there  s  a  bauld  craigsman  I  Now,  rest  ve  there— 
take  the  pole  and  fix  it  fast-that’s  braw,  now  pull  'yersel  no  ' 

L';7rs.''’Ytu'rd.’;,;h:.:T 

»-•«  '■  I  bxi  «in«  ,  cDDie  cot  i,a  far 
frae  here— a  vvife  that  was  but  my  other  sel— a  child  sae  bon 
me  and  sae  fair.  She  had  gaen,  attended  by  my  faiibful  dog’ 

;’l  f  I  T  c^Vne  Vn-tbe  snow 

fell  fast  and  deep— I  had  been  to  the  town,  hard  by  to  our 

chase  our  household  wants,  and  bought  my  littl J’MatUe  a 
silken  snood  to  braid  her  bonny  hair.  ’Twas  late  in 

,  ,each.d  h.me  m/;  f/  '  i*! 

Martie  had  no  come.  I  went  forth  again,  and  aw  the  n.-0bf  / 
breathless  haste  I  floundered  o’er  the  lea,  and  o’er  the^Vill” 
calling  on  Maine  and  my  faithful  Tray.  Morning  beamed  at 

Air^  -d  stiff  r 

Sandy  Poor  T/ay  laid  owre  her,  trying  to  warm  her  w.’tv, 
ki»  shaKey  co.t_,h.  had  lalle.  fr„n  tbe  pfecipice  above  I  jit 

naavrst  geo  the  place  where  I  had  been  aince  sae  harn„ 

La.st  two’mond  puir  Trav  died  be  ba,t  r  ii  j  haj  py.— 
w  «d  rings,  and  L  ,Lrr  hT.i 

'  . . .  be  ...  Sand,.,  eel; 
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d  he  was  Mattie’s  favorite.  This  aald  frame  has  been  sairl^ 
ait  with  by  time  and  sorrow,  but  it’s  far  ow’re  teugh,  and  my 
•art  will  na  break  I  No  leddie,  1  canna  die— 1  canna  die 

Ves-pondrngly^  ,,  .  ^ 

Lady  S,  P"or  old  creature  ! — but  I  will  yet  alleviate  youl 

.orrows,  and  make  ye  once  more  happy. 

Sandy  Happy  !  li^ddie,  ye  are  loo  good  to  mock  a  wretch- 
»d  old  man’s  grey  h-»iis!  Can  ye  make  my  Janet  live  again— 
san  ve  recal  my  Mattie  — or  ^et  poor  Tray  upon  his  legs?  No, 
eddie,  no — vou  canna,  vou  canna! 

Lady  S.  Alas,  no!  bui  I  will  build  up  your  cottage,  and  1 
will  walch  vou,  and  be  as  Mattie  to  you. 

Sandy.  Maitie  !  be  like  Mattie  ?  My  Mattie’s  eye  was  liko 
the  hawk’s— her  hair  was  bright,  and  far  mair  precious  than 
poud— her  skin  sae  white,  her  bonny  mou  sae  red  !  Leddie, 
ye  are  good,  too— ye  are  beautiful— ye  are  kind— but  ye  are 
na  Mattie!  Ye  are  the  only  one  that  for  ten  years  ha  said  a 
iind  word  to  Sardy  — but  je  are  na  Mattie  !  I  ha  been  to 
deck  her  grave — some  one  had  broke  the  osier  that  bound  it, 
I  wish  that  I  had  caught  them  I  I  Uy  on  i',  leddie,  for  hours 
—my  Janet,  too,  lies  there— I  talk  with  them  ’till  I  think  they 
answer  me,  and  then-oh,  then  I  cease  frae  sorrow.  Bat 
cruel  people  drive  me  away— they  ca  me  mazed,  daft,  and 
feckless— 1  wish  1  was  — I  wish  1  was!  [Thunder.] 

Lady  S.  The  torrent  roars— I  must  perish  here  ! 

Sandy.  1  would  th*'  callanl  was  returned.  Ah,  leddie  !  the 
waters  rise!— we  perish  !  [  Green  fire  lights  all  the  Lake,  and 

the  waters  seem  to  rise — wind  and  thunder,  A  loud  whistle—  the 
Whistler  appears  on  a  rock—  descends  rapidly  by  a  rope— seizes 
Lady  S.  in  his  arms— she  is  fainting.  David  and  Gypsies  ap¬ 
pear  on  the  other  rock,  and  throw  a  rope  to  Sandy.  General 
Tableau.] 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  l.—Donncha's  Retreat  among  the  Rocks,  supposed  be 
only  accessible  by  means  of  ropes  and  ladders— oret hanging 
Rocks,  and  here  and  there  straggling  Bashes  or  Tiees—Fire^ 
arms  piled  around.  A  Gypsey  Fire — a  Ladder,  2  l.R  ii. 

Lady  Staunton  discovered  on  a  rude  Seit,  endeavouring  to 
compose  herself.  DoNACUa  DmU  stands  with  folded  Amis, 
looking  on  her,  and  the  Whistler  is  discovered  on  the 
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Ghreund,  resting  on  his  Elbows,  at  a  Fire,  lighted  L  H.  2  M, 
his  attention  divided  between  Donacba  and  Lady  Slauuton^ 
at  the  end  of  iMustc — 

Don,  Fear  not,  lady,  >ou  are  safe— and  from  this  placp,  by 
an  pasv  ascent,  you  may  reach  a  path  that  will  condict  roii  tc 
the  manse. 

Lady  S.  {Coming  forward.)  Thanks — a  thousand  thanks  ! _ 

how  can  1  best  tewaid  you  ? 

Don,  By  lorgelijtig  us,  lady. 

Lady  S,  {Cffering  purse.)  Will  this  suffice?  If  not,  I’ll 
double  it — treble  it. 

[7 he  W  bistler  starts  up,  snatches  the  purse  holes  with  exuh 
tation  at  the  gold,  shows  it  to  Donacna,  who  expresses  displea- 
sure— the  Whistler,  with  a  sullen  hole,  returns  it  to  Lady 
Staunton.] 

Lady  S  Nay,  my  friend,  if  you  will  not  accept  of  it,  allow 

this  voting  lad  to - [The  Whistler,  after  attentively  watching 

Donaeba’s  eye,  and  who  seemingly  assents,  runs  to  Lady  S.] 
Whis.  The  siller,  leddie  —  the  while  siller  ! 

Lady  S  Take  it,  my  young  preserrer;  and  if  you  will 
come  home  wii-h  me  I’ll  give  vou  more.  [The  Whistler, 
expresses  extravagant  joy,  till  observing  the  sternness  of  Dona« 
cha  s  eye.  he  suddenly  pauses.] 

Dan.  How  now,  callant  ?  Would  you  leave  me  for  the  Sas- 
sanach  ?  [The  Whistler  looks  at  Douacha,  then  at  the  Lady, 
and  then  at  the  money  in  hts  hand,  dashes  it  down,  and  throws 
himself  on  his  face  at  Donacha’s/^ef.] 

Lady  S  Poor  youth  !  how  fpithlul  ! 

Don  ’Tis  in  wilds  like  these,  lady,  among  savage  beings 
like  ourselves,  that  fidelity  alone  is  found.  But,  ri-^e— yoa 
may  attend  the  lady  on  her  way.  [Music.  JT/ie  Whistler 
rises  and  expresses  gratification.  Fn/er  Gy psies  and  David. 
Directly  the  Whistler  sees  him  he  sieges  a  large  stick  and  files 
at  him  to  strike  him — Lady  S.  rushes  between  him  and  David. 
2'ableau.] 

h'Ins  {Bitterly  ')  I  ken  ye— ye  are  the  black  coal’s  son  of 
Knocktarhiie.  Gi.i  ye  come  here  again.  I’ll  pitch  ye  down 
the  ling  like  a  football  } 

Dav.  And  I  ken  ve— ye  are  the  feckless  gillie  of  Black 
Dona  hi.  [Ijadv  S.  rno/tow5  si/cwce  ] 

H'his,  (luni;  and  tell  the  minisier  to  count  his  cattle,  and 
take  good  care  o’himsel,  or  he’ll  ne’er  see  the  sitnmer  out. 

Dav,  I  hope  he’ll  see  mony  summers  yet,  for  aw  ye  or  your 
black  companions  [  Both  the  Youth’s  try  to  strike  each  other,! 
Lady  iS",  Daviflj  I  coniinand  ye  to  forbear* 
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Dav^  Weel,  leddie,  if  ye  fay  sae,  I  must— but  thej  shall 
BO  fright  me,  When  ye  hae  to  do  with  folks  like  them  'lis 
tyne  heart,  tyne  aw.  But,  leddie,  they  shall  nae  harm  you 
while  David  lives.  [He  kisses  her  hanl—the  action  is  perceived 
by  the  Whistler,  who  <lashes  at  him — Donacha  seizes  him  and 
shakes  him  off,  L,  H. — he  attempts  to  rush  on  again,  and  ,Jona« 
cha  strikes  him  down.  Musi%] 

Don,  Dowd,  hell-hound!  did  I  not  say  peace?  Let  the  lad 
go  hence  in  safety.  He’s  a  brave  youth,  and  his  father  is 
kind  to  the  wanderer,  so  molest  him  at  vour  peril.  If  you 
must  beactive,  get  the  ladder  for  the  lady  to  ascend  the  scaur. 
[  7Vte  Whistler  goes  sullenly  up  the  Stage  to  the  ladder ,  looking 
back  frequently  in  savage  subdued  rage  at  Dav.d.  j 

Lady  S.  May  heaven  repay  your  goodness  to  me.  But  tell 
me  David — the  poor  old  man — is  he  safe  ? 

Dav.  1  left  him  climbing  up  the  ro^ks,  but  fear  for  yt^ur 
safety  prevented  me  from  watching  his  fate. 

Lady  S.  Ah,  me  !  [Turns  to  the  Gypsies.]  My  friends,  you 
have  the  forms  and  hearis  of  men.  A  poor  old  creature  toils 
ansid  the  rooks,  if  you  v/ill  ensure  his  safety,  and  bring  him 
to  the  Manse  — [They  stmrt  and  refuse.^ — or  at  least  save  his 
life  and  send  him  thither— this  be  your  reward.  [Throws 
purse  to  them.  Music.  They  assent  and  exit  R.  H.  The 
Whistler,  who  has  been  engaged  in  fixing  the  ladder  against  the 
rocks  on  the  R.  H.  now  comes  t)  Lady  Staunton,  and  moluns 
that  it  IS  ready  for  her  (o  ascend.] 

Lady  S.  ’Tis  well — I  come  [To  Donacha.]  Once  more, 
my  friend,  let  me  ask  the  extent  of  my  obligation. 

Don.  Say  not  to  whom  you  owe  the  service.  Sav  not  that 
black  Donacha  is  here,  and  lay  your  injunctions  on  the  youth, 
vour  companion.  The  Whistler  shall  attend  you  wiihin  sit-lU 
of  the  Manse.  [To  ^im.J  See  that  you  harm  not  the  minis¬ 
ter’s  son.  Lady,  farewell.  The  sons  of  the  heather,  the  wild 
oairds  of  the  glen  are  men  that  have  human  hearts,  though 
like  the  beasts  of  prey  they  are  proscribed.  Like  the  earth¬ 
worm  they  are  trampled  on — still,  the  child  of  misfortune^  or 
the  houseless  wanderer  ne’er  presented  himself  at  the  gyps^y’s 
fire  and  was  driven  from  the  cheering  blaie.  [^jciMl.  E.  L  H. 
[The  Whistler  holds  the  ladder,  and  Lady  S.  is  encouraged,  to 
mount  it^-the  Whistler  preventing  David  from  ascending  before 
her,  he  holding  the.  ladder  till  she  is  safe  at  the  top — then  David 
mounts,  and  when  half  way  up  the  Whistler  pulls  him  from  it, 
Donacha  rushes  on  between  him  and  David — then  menaces  the 
M'hisller,  and  points  to  him  to  ascend — the  Whistler  creeps 


whistler.” 

r«S.]  ,.,  like  a  reo^key.  Tke  k.»ne 


SCENE  II — Wild  Highland  View, 

Knockhunder  and  Soldiers  R.  h.— 

Cnpt  Come  on,  ye  loons,  ye-come  on.  The  Leddi^ 

nool  l  d  ^‘'^"ced.  Search  e.verv 

nook  and  corner,  and  g:.n  ye  meei  anv  o’  ihe  cai.ds,  shoot 

hem  «,rhout  mercv.  Mv  mind  mis.iV.,  me  that  she  hae 

so  shoot  every  mither’a  s  n 

nTi*  ^IV  V  and  Knockdunder’s  order, 

vit?  tie  K 

Ihonlln’t  f'^l  P-tticoats,  I’ll  be  shot  iff 

L  n/l  W  «  "'ore  lonesome  than 

y  gee  eils  Tea  Gardens  of  a  rainy  night.  Now  in  the 

^ty  you  can  take  a  de|igh-ful  walk  and  not  a  bit  o’daneer 

L  Tr  fr  ^ D  ‘he  change  of  /.air,  and  ettme  back  as  sound 
•_  P  ^  ^  ‘fy  Knockdunder,  was  vou  ever 

NW^ber?'  “  Marketer  a  Saturday  moraine  of  a  Fifth  of 

Capt.  Never,  numscull ! 

D.c%.  It’s  very  well  for  you,  then— and  if  you  take  my 
ad.Mce  don’t  you  go-they'll  smuy  you  for  a  Guy!  ^ 

Cape  For  a  fool’s  head  I  ^ 

I  s®“'dn’t  wonder  at  that  neither;  I  thinU 

I  ,ee  the  iml.  bov«  r.nnw  .f,„ 

Co;,t  (Struggling  with  passion.)  Do  you  so 

.0  ni^oi'Z'zz':: 

Cnpt  You  damned  imp  of  the  devil  ! 

‘he  door  of  a  snuff  shop  bo« 
you  Would  draw  them  in.  P’ 

Capt.  Should  I  so  ? 

yoi^'i^L  L-'"')"".  and  ,e(„p  i„  business 

you  take  that.  [Significantly  to  the  Captain.! 

WelX  j„u”,ak"“L'Il|‘B  jrT- 

,  you  laae  mat - [£ea/«  Aim  ojf,  r.  h.— Dicky  roaring 
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Mtirdftr  !  ]  An  infernal  innpudenlHon  of  a  Sassanach— -but 
on  with  you,  and-  if  Leddie  Suuntun  is  na  found  in  twa  nour8> 
I  1!  hang  ain  half  o’  ye.  -and  shoot  t’other.  [Kxeunt,  1  E.  L  H. 
Mmxc.  Lady  Sxaunton,  and  David,  u/  2  e.  l  xy.  following, 
the  A  HISTlER  ■  who,  having  gained  die  front  of  Stage,  poin 
off  R.  H. 

IVhis  See,  yonder  the  Sassanach’s  dwelling,  leddie.  Fare¬ 
well  !  [C  rotses  to  L  H  ] 

Lady  S.  Slav  ; — what  are  you  called  1 
fVliis  (c. )  The  Whistler  ! 

Lady  S.  But  what  was  you  christened? 

Whis.  I  never  was  christen’d,  that  1  ken  of. 

Lidif  S.  Wtio  were  your  parents? 

IVhis.  I  dunna  ken— nor  care. 

Lady  S.  Are  you  not  that  Highlanders  son? 

Whis.  No,  he  bought  me. 

Lady  S.  Bought  you — of  whom  ? 

Whis.  AnnapJe  Baiizon  ! 

Lady  S.  Annaple  Baiizon  !  the  woman  thet  Sir  George  men¬ 
tions  in  his  letter!  Gracious  Heaven  !  should  it  prove  tt>  be 
my  own  chi  d  !— but  let  me  contain  myself.  Have  you  no 
renrvembranee  of  whom  Aonaple  Baiizon  bought  you  of  or 
whether  you  were  h«r  child  ?  ' 

Whis,  No  ! 

Lady  S.  Come  with  as  to  the  manse  ? 

Whit.  What  lor? — to  be  sneered  at,  or  killed  by  the  Sassa- 
■ach  ?  No  !  while  there’s  a  pit  Greeshock  burning  yet  upon 
the  brae,  twill  warm  me  better  than  the  fause  Saxon’s  sea-coal 

are. 

LidyS.  Will  you  not  come  with  me?  ^  Offers  her  hand  1 
come,  and  you  shall  have  all  that  »ou  can  wish. 

Whis.  {Takes  her  hand,  and  looks  at  her  donhtingly.)  If  I 
do,  ye’ll  fasten  me  like  a  bird  within  a  cage,  aud  I  shsll  n,.’  ken 
sweet  freedom  mair— I  shall  na  sleep  upo’  the  bonnie  head  er 
— I  shall  na  chase  the  red  deer  o  er  the  hill,  nor  climb  the 
rock  to  bring  the  egas  down  what  can  ye  gie  me  'better 
than  this  ? 

Lady  S,  t  will  teach  you  to  be  good— to  be  honoured,  and 
respected  ;  will  reclaim  you  from  your  wandering  life,  and 
make  you  my  page, 

Whis.  Wbat,  will  ye  make  a  flunkie  o’  ms  ’  (Drop,  her 
hand,  and  crosses  his  arms  contemptuously.'^  Black  Dona.  iia 
called  me  his  son  !  [The  Soldiers,  and  Can-aiu  come  on  L.  h. 
David  points  to  the  Wbistlt-r,  and  they  sLwly  udvanc,  to  close 
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Lidy  S.  You  shall  be  my  son  ! 

W^/u’y,  (^Loolca  at  heft  and  shakes  his  head  )  F arewell,  le  dclie  . 
1  am  sair  to  leave  you,  but  I  must  to  Black  D''<Qaclja,  leddie; 
you’re  like  the  moonbeams  on  the  loch,  the  kingcup  ami^d  the 
heather — or,  the  laverock  song  i’ ih’  morn — but  ye  are  a  ^assa- 
nach,  and  smile  but  to  betray  !  [Goer  up — sees  Soldiers,  and 
David’s  motion — flies  at  him,  L.  li.—Music.^ 

Capt,  (Through  the  music,')  Shoot  the  caird  !  shoot  the 
bishland  devil  !  [  T/re  Whistler  looses  David,  and  flies  at  the 
Captain,  then  as  if  electrified  by  a  sudden  thought,  quits  the 
Captain,  and  runs  to  Lady  Siaunton — gets  behind  her,  clasping 
her  round  the  waist — puts  his  head  under  her  arm — points,  and 
laughs  at  the  Captain — David  stands  L.  H._t^  the  V\  hisiler 
Tableau.'^ 


END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  l.^An  Aparcmeni  in  the  Manse,  with  a  practicable 

Window. 

Enter  Dicky  Dutton,  in  haste,  »  h, 

Dicky,  Veil,  if  I  was  ever  so  sarved  ont  in  ail  my  life. — 
That  hij^ hland  Scolchm  in  with  the  little  hat  and  big  sword 
has  neatly  been  the  death  of  me.  I  wish  1  was  at  home  in 
the  Poultry  again,  for  I  am  dealt  most  foully  with  here.  This 
is  ft  nioe  place — may  be  the  Cheapside  of  the  country,  I  dare 
sav,  but  I’d  rather  be  at  Cheapside  in  London.  I’ve  nothing 
to  amuse  me  here — I  asked  that  old  Scotchman  if  he’d  got  a 
fiddle,  and  he  swears  in  the  most  hoirid  manner  that  the  next 
time  he  catches  me  he’ll  scalp  me,  as  they  do  in  the  Hinges — 
how  dreadful  I  should  look  if  I  was  scalped — besides  what  it 
would  cost  for  a  wig  !  ^Noise  without.^  Oh  lord!  1  hear  them 
coming  into  the  manse — there’s  that  horrid  captain  roaring  this 
away,  like  a  lacerated  lion — for  fear  the  old  cannibal  catches 
me,  I’ll  get  in  here.  [Hides  hi-nself  iu  D.  m  F.] 

Enter  Lal>y  Staunton  and  Mrs.  Butlfr,  r.  h.  d. 

Lady  S  Fear  not,  dear  Jeannie,  I  am  safe — tliey  are  bring¬ 
ing  this  wild  youth  to  confine  him  in  this  room.  Guess  my 
horror,  my  surprise  and  yet  luy  gratification,  at  discovering 
him  to  be  my  son  ! 

Hrs  P.  Voiii  son  ! — how  ken  ye  that  ? — dear  Effie,  diona  be 

too  liasiy. 


Litdu  S  I  will  not — he  i»Vtall  be  •ttriclS*  guarded  ’till  Sir 
George  ar'rivea.  But  his  being  bought  of  Annaple  Bailzou. 
the  verv  woman  to  whom  Margery  Murduchson  sold  my  child. 
Mrt  '  B  And  who  has  doubtless  sold  many  puir  bairns 
Lady  S  True,  Jeannie,  true!— but  hope  and  fear  alternate¬ 
ly  possess  mv  heart.  Would  that  his  wildness  could  be  tamedi 
or  that  he  might  be  brought  to  turn  his  thoughts  to  a  more 
early  period,'  some  information  might  be  gleaned.  I  would 
that  your  husband  had  been  here— he  could  have  assisted  me. 

He  would  say. - -  ,  •  .  j 

Capt.  (  IVithout.)  Damn  the  fellow  !  I  11  ha  nothing  to  do 

wV  him*,  and  if  it  was  na  for  the  leddie’s  commands  he  should 
feel  my  claymore— bring  him  along.  [Enter  CapTaiN  KnoCK,^ 
PUNDER  and  Soldiers,  with  the  Whistler,  bound,  R.  H.  D  ] 
Here  he  is,  my  leddie.  Ye  man  gang  doon  again.  [Soldiers 
Exit  1  But  if  your  leddyship  wud  gi»  roe  leave,  the  best  thing 
that  can  be  done  for  this  son  o’  Satan  is  to  hang  him  up  with 

the  bell  rope  o’  the  kirk.  ,  .  i.. 

Lady  S,  Not  for  worlds— kindness  may  reclaim  him. 

■*  Capt.  The  devil  may  reclaim  him,  and  the  most  proper  per¬ 
son,  too  ;  lor  I  believe  o’  my  conscience  that  he  is  a  relation 

of  old  Nick’s.'  .  .  i  A 

Mrt.  B.  For  gudeness  sake,  peace,  captain  !  Do  the  cordt 

hurt  ye  puir  youth  1  L'^'^hisder  lookt  at  her  disdainfuUy.'\, 
Lady  S.  ( Affectionately)  Shall  I  release  you? 

Whit.  (Disdainfully.)  Ye’ll  na  exocet  me  to  say  na.  dun 


Cant.  Did  ye  ever  bear  such  infernal  impudence  in  you* 
Jives  her  leddieship  speaks  tul  him  in  her  great  condescen¬ 
sion,  and  the  beggar’s  callanl  answers  her  as  if  she  was  ane  of 

his  Gypsev  gallows  birds!  i 

Lady  S.  Silence,  good  captain,  I  entreat.  If  I  release  yon 
from  your  present  bondage,  may  I  depend  upon  your  not  offer¬ 
ing  to  escape  7  .  ...  .  .  • 

Whit.  Did  I  ask  you  that  question  wnen  I  saw  you  sinking 

in  the  cataract?  No,  I  waited  not  to  offer— I  plunged  to  your 
assistance— I  saved  vour  life— here  is  my  reward  !  [Holds  up 
his  hands  bound.]  Black  Donacha  had  used  to  warn  me  of  the 
false  sassanach.  Whv  do  you  not  tell  that  worricow  there 
with  the  fule’s  cap  [Pointing  to  the  Captain.]  to  hang  me  at 

yeance  ?  j 

Capt,  My  certes  !  pray  ye  mv  leddie,  do  but  sey  the^word, 

I'll  worricow  him—l’U  gi’  him  a'  night  cap  for  his  fulft  cap. 
li  I  had  gat  ye  in  my  power  ye  cateran - iThrsntentng.] 
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fVhis.  And  if  I  bad  je  in  mine,  I’d  stake  je  doon  in  the 
brae,  and  to  punish  .ye  for  all  the  scaith  ye  ha  brought  upo* 
the  puir  skirlina  Gaelic  bits  o’  bodies — ye  should  bae  a 
mutchkin  o’  brandy  put  just  within  smell  o’  ye,  and  na  be 
•Me  10  tODch  a  drop. 

Capt.  Oh,  the  never- to-be-hanged. sufficiently  infernal  ca- 
teran  1  Do  ye  hear  what  damned  tortures  he  would  put  mt 
to  ?  Say  but  the  word,  my  iedd.e,  and  up  be  goes  to  the  tOL, 
of  a  forty  foot  gibbet.  •  ^ 

Lady  S,  No,  no— we  have  irritated  him — let  me  release 
you  ! 

Wilis.  (Indignantly  )  No— you  have  deceived  me  once,  and 
beat  lily  do  I  despise  you  for  it. 

Caj.t.  That’s  high  treason— scandalnm  magnatum  and  petty 
larceny  !  I’ll  rin  down  and  ca’  the  men.  ^  ^ 

Mrs.  B.  Hold — held  !  1  will  no*  suffer  him  to  be  hurt  in 
the  manse,  and  in  the  minister’s  absence.  [  To  him.]  Let  me 
rel  ea  se  you  ?  ■* 

Whis.  You  may— I  hate  ye  all,  bat  you,  perhant,  less  than 
•ny.  lor  that  puff  belly,  we’ll  tumble  him  down  ibe  cataract 
ere  long.  [  7^,  Capt  ]  For  this  yearling  o’  the  black  flock,  [To 
Da»id  J  if  e’er  I  meet  him  again  on  te  brae.  I’ll  ba  his  life— 
his  life  I  [Pass. We/y  ] 

Mrs.  B  Oh,  no,  no— he  is  my  bairn!  Ye  w.ill  na  harm 
him  ’  —  say  ye  will  na,  and  I  will  unbind  ye  ! 

Whis.  (Bitterly.)  |  can  say  so,  and  afterwards  break  my 
word — the  sassanachs  do  so,  do  they  not?  ^ 

Mrs.  B  rhere.  [  Unbinds  him.  He  dashes  the  ropes  from 
hirri — the  CapXain  lays  his  hand  upon  his  swot d.  The  (Vhi-.ler 
looks  reproachfully  at  Lady  Staunton,  then  at  his  wrists,  which 
are  marked  with  blood  from  his  violent  struggling.'] 

Lady  S.  Good  heavens,  he  bleeds!  his°  harTds  are  numbed 
with  pain— let  me  clasp  them.  ^Gotny  to  him,] 

Whis.  (Recoils  from  her.)  No— begone  i  1  can  sooner  forgie 
that  bloated  fuie— that  meanlsoubd  gillie— have  aever 
spoke  me  fair— t/tcy  Lave  never  smiled,  promised,  and  then  be- 
tiaved.  I  forgive  them,  but  I  ha'e — I  hate  ye  » 

Lady  S.  Ah  me!  what  a  fearful  impression— but  I  was 
born  to  be  baled  by  all. 

Mrs  B.  Captain,  please  to  retire— voor  presence  adds  to 
his  excitement;  and  David,  let  Effie  bring  some  refreshment 

here. 

Capi.  Vary  weel,  Mrs.  Butler,  vary  weei ;  but  ye  are  wrong 
lo  b*  alone  by  yourselves  wi’  such  a  rip— bul  only  yo  ca’  and 
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we*11  lUp  his  weasand  in  a  moment  And|here  I  swear  by 
the  croas  oi  St.  An<Irew~and  I  never  aworejbv  that  mair 
than  twice  afore  in  my  life~and  veanoe  wanr  toll  the  Duke  o* 
Arjryle  and  the  oth  r  waiir  to  the  gudewife— if  I  catch  him 
doing  harm  tul  any  vean.  I’ll  shoot  or  hang  him  as  sure  as 

my  name  a  Duncan  f  [Kxil  n.  H.  D  —  T/ie  Whistler  kat  tat 

doxen  at  the  table,  retting  on  hit  elbow,  and  lookins  eullenlv 
around  /itm  ]  ^ 

^’’"0  you  remember  your  mother?— 
[Whistl“i  continues  silent  "J 

L  dy  S  Have  vou  a  red  ma^k  on  your  left  thoulder' 

Wins.  {Cmlemptuouily.)  I  have  on  mv  hand*,  thanks  to 
you  let  me  go  !  [  Goes  to  window— U  forcing  himtelf 

through  if.J 

Enter  EpFrE.' 

Loify  S.  Unfortunate  hov  !  you  must  not  attemnt  escape. _ 

Ha!  I  have  if  —  Effie,  F,fli<»,  the  song  this  morning — perhaps 
he  may  remember  it.  Siog,  sing!  [As  the  Whistler  it  en¬ 
gaged  tearing  down  the  window  frame— 1 
m  (Singt.) 

CauM  in  my  bed.  Lord  Archibald, 

And  sad  mv  dream  of  sorrow  ; 

But  thou  shall  be  as  sad  and  cauld; 

•  My  faiise  trne  love,  to-morrow. 

[While  she  sings,  the  Whistler’s  attention  u  attracted— he 
gnset  at  her,  then  comes  forward,  puts  his  haud  to  his  brain, 
and  stands  as  one  endeavouring  to  recollect  a  long  by-oone 
etienf.]  “ 

Lndy  S.  (Low  to  Effie.)  Sing  on,  dear  Effie  ! 

Eff.  {Singt.) 

Who  makes  the  bridal  bed. 

Birdie,  say  truly  ? 

The  erey  hair  d  sexton. 

That  delves  the  grave  duly. 

The  glow-worm,  o’er  grave  and  stone 
Shall  light  thee  steady — 

The  owl  f  om  the  steeple  sing. 

Welcome  pr'  ud  lady. 

[The  Whistler,  towards  the  end,  gives  token  that  he  remembers  it 
somewhere— gazes  on  Effie  wtfh  admiration,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  last  stanza  see^s  overpowered  by  his  feelings,  and  falls  at 
her  feet.  Lady  Staunton  now  catches  his  arm,  raises  the  tat¬ 
tered  plaid  on  his  shoulder,  recognizes  the  mark — she  exclaims 
**  It  is  my  son  and  foints  in  the  arms  o/ Mrs,  Butler  and 

David.  The  Whistler  starts  up— is  unable  to  comprehend 
the  meaning  of  the  confusion — Lady  Staunton  is  borne  of  by 
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them.  As  Effie  is  going,  the  Whistler  goes  timidly  to  her, 
and  catching'  her  hand,  endeavours  gently  to  detain  /ter— ,v/ie 
starts — he  drops  her  hand,  and  seems  fearful  of  having 
offended.  Effie  exits,  D  R.  H  ]  * 

tVhis.  That  Captain  of  Knockdunder,  too — I’ll  tear  him 
Hmhl«s* ! 

Dicky.  I’m  all  right  —  I’ll  venture  to  show  myself, 

IVhis.  Oh  that  I  hnd  the  laverock’s  win^'  rla _ the  win¬ 

dow  1  again  I’ll  try,  ^As  he  gees  np^  sees  Dicky.J 

^  Dicky.  {In  great  terror.)  Don’t'  vou  be  f  igtitened  at  me _ 

I’m  on  your  side — I  hate  that  old  copp^r-nnsed  captain  ! 
fVhis.  Another  sas-sanach!— die  !  [Turauer  Dicky  into  t. 

H,  corner.] 

Dicky.  Oh  lord,  oh  lord!  Now  I  beg  of  vou— I  say,  are 
you  fond  of  hardbake  and  gingerbread  nuts  ?  If  ever  you 
come  to  London,  I’ll  give  you  such  a  tuck  out,  if  you  won’t 
hurt  me. 

JVhis.  Perish  all  thy  faithless  race!  at  him  vio- 

Untly—p\cVy  screams  “Murder!”  Effie  rurw  on  and  catches 
the  Whistler’s  right  hand  David  interposes  between  D  cky 
and  the  Whistler,  ajid  form  Tableau,  at  the  end  of  which  Effie 
sings,  •'  Frond  Mai.s-v  ”  ^-c.  The  Whistler  utters  a  cry  of 
disappointment,  and  flings  himself  on  the  chair  —  Dicky  slowly 
opens  the  door  where  he  has  concealed  himself.^  ^ 

Dicky.  I  wonder  if  they  are  all  gone.*  Uh  lord  !  there  is 
that  voung  savage—  he’ll  do  worse  than  scalp  me.  for  he’ll  eat 
me  afterwards,  I  feel  mvself  chewed  to  death,  already!  [Ths 
Whistler  rises  and  examines  the  it.  h.  D,] 

Whis  If  I  could  but  gel  awav. 

Dicky  Tliat’s  iust  what  [  say. 

Whit.  Yet  lint  singing  fay — that  Saxon  angel  ! 

Dicky.  I  Wonder  if  he  means  me.  by  a  flaxen  angel  ! 

D  o.acha '  —  where  art  tlu.u,  Donacha  Dhu 
[  Hoiking  about  impatienty  ] 

Dicky  On,  n-  means  m-— T  dare  sav  Donac’>a  Dhu  is 
Sctcii  for  Di  kv  Dutton!  [The  Whistler  traverststhe  chamber 
sn  great  agitation.'^ 

Eff.  (^Sings.) 

Proud  Maisey’s  In  the  wood, 

VV Hiking  sae  early  ; 

Si^eet  Robin  sits  on  the  bush, 

^>Ingi'  g  sae  raivly 

[The  W  histler  looses  Dicky,  and  again  stands  in  an  attitude  of 
abstraction.] 

Dicky.  Where’s  my  cousiu  ?— I’m  dying— I’m  spoeonUa* 


THE  WHISTLER. 

already  !  Uad  me  down  stairs,  I  can’t  waUc—l’m  as  weak 
as  coffee  grounds  after  six  weeks’  boili-e,  all  over 

like  a  crow  in  convulsions !  [Eiti.  hd  off  y  avt  ,  . 

IFhis  Sore  I  remember  to  have  heard  a  meHdy  like  ’bine 
bef  .ip— [To  but  it  must  have  bean  there.  [Poin^in^ 

^0  heaven]  for  I  c.^nnot-[Bends  his  head  downwards.]-<<o,  L 

Lnool  catch  it  I  White  spirit  of  Auchingower  !  why 
dw.ll  with  the  sassanach  ?  Come  to  the  bonnie  brae  and  dell 
-come  with  me  to  the  cataract,  and  still  the  Stormy  kelpie 
with  your  bonnie  voice! 

Enfer  Captain  Knockdunder,  D.R,  H. 

Cavt.  Heah,  here’s  bonny  news  !— there’s  a  flunkie  arrived 
frae  Koseneatli  wha  tells  that  Sir  George  Staunton  and  Mims- 
ter  Butler  are  arrived  at  the  loch,  and  will  be  at  the  manse  to 
less  than  an  hour-and  directly  they  come  they  shall  give 

order  to  hang  that  highland  bogle.  _  ,  ,  .  t 

Whis.  Are  ve  sure  of  that  ?  [Kisses  Effie  s  handcarts  by 

the  Captain,  seizes  and  carries  off  his  sword,  D.  R.  H  .] 

Capt.  Stop  him  !— shoot  him  !— double  shoot  him  .  [Exit  D. 

^Eff,  Mercy!  Spare  him— spare  him  !— Mercy  !  [Exeunt, 

D.  R.  H  ] 


SCENE  II.— T/ie  Caird^t  Cave.  A  rocky  Cave,  or  arm  of  </i« 
Loch.  Gloomy  and  sequestered,  forming  almost  a  cavern  of 

Rocks  and  Trees. 

Black  Donacha  and  Gypsies  discovered. 

Don.  'Ti.  ceri.in  the  boj's  besuil.d  !— m.y  tbe  misty 
T.pours  of  tbe  lock  scrike  iu  baneful  icflucnc.  on  the  Itmba 
that  did  it— bol  il  ia  done,  and  that  bull  do?  Knoc  > 

is  nn  .he  look  on.  I  W.  most  .a..,  b».  "I  ; 

t,e-ibe  mn.nini’s  liahl  must  see  u.  on  'be  > '"'’  “'"P” 

not  m.oioo,,  «e  .vill  roiu.naoon,  and  have  a  deep  and  d..o 

"T"Gyps°4'''w«  ;  ""■y  *'"P 

‘•'i;::.'’Hmk[‘.htdTb"of  oa..  upon 

„„  Joold  they  oiroumveo.  u- I  ».ep  *" Vn  [.'.cU 

Tod  ahould  they  bra.e  0,  l«  .be  dea.b,  sou 

Dhu  will  abow  you  how  to  resl.l  Ou.iress.on  to  .he  las.  g.  p. 

[Exit  Donacha,  and  Gypsies,  R.  H» 
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Enter  SiR-  Georgb  Staunton,  attended  by  Reuben  Butler 

and  Andkew,  l.  h, 

Staun.  The  day  has  been  indeed  untoward  !  anclher  storm 
is  coming  on— .’lis  v^ell  we  put  in  here,  in  two  minutes  we 
should  ha»e  been  upon  the  Grindstone  rock. 

And.  As  tnanv  years  as  J  have  been  on  the  Gare  lock,  never 
did  1  see  any  bi’dv  steer  belter  than  your  honour.  You’ve  had 
your  nose  on  the  Grindsiooe  before  now,  I’m  thinking, 

Staun.  {Afile.)  Can  he  know  me  tlieo  f  'I'ell  vour  fellows 
- [5ces  Andre  w’s  ngitauon.j  Why  what  ails  the  man? 

And,  Yes,  it  surely  is!  Oh  for  the  love  of  gudeness, 
dinna  ye  stay  here  ;  ttiis  is  the  Caird’s  cave  ! 

Reu.  Well,  my  liiend,  wliat  then? 

A  d.  Wtiy — why,  1 — 1  wish  we  were  aw  a’  ! 

Staun,  No  matter,  we  shall  but  slay  here  till  the  storm 
passes — leave  u».  [Exit  Andrew,  L.  H  ]  Mr.  Butler,  our 
meeting  at  Edinbro’  was  indeed  fortunate  for  me — your  com¬ 
pany  has  been  invaluable. 

Reu.  Sir  George  Staunton,  you  honour  me,  and  I  trost 
that  you  will  honour  my  hu  nble  residence  at  Auchingower  for 
a  few  days. 

Staun.  It  is  by  no  means  unlikely  that  I  may  avail  nirself 
not  only  of  your  kind  offer,  but  of  your  assistance  in  endea¬ 
vouring  to  regain  mv  lost  child,  now  I  understand  in  the 
gypsey  gang  of  Donaoha  Dhu — a  kind  of  highland  biigand, 

and  wandeiing  mendicant,  who - 

Enter  DonaCMA  Dhu,  and  Gypsies,  U.  E.  R,  H, 

Dow,  (C.)  Is  now  before  you!  [Chord  ]  Stir  not  for  yonr 
life — you  are  in  our  power!  Reuben  B.itler,  fea»r  not — tve 
intend  not  harm  to  vou  or  vours! 

Reu,  I  ho|  e  not  Dor.acha,  nor  should  you  cherish  hostile 
feelings  against  ;;ir  George  Staunton. 

Dan.  I  repeat  it,  you  are  safe  !  Sir  George  Stannton,  T 
know  not— the  account  I  havet<»  settle  is  with  Geordie  Robert¬ 
son,  the  emuggler  [Staunton  ifarfj.j  Do  vou  start,  sir?  do 
you  knew  that  fell  desttover  ?— ihat  pale  villain,  whose  base 
pride  it  was  to  tw  ine  himself  aiound  ihe  female  heait,  then 
baselv  sting  the  bosom  that  believed  him?  Thus  did  he 
uiiblushingly  proceed,  adding  hourly  a  withered  leaf  to  his 
satvr  crown  -hut  one  event  wa.  so  begrimed  with  villainy,  that 
ronsceince  stricken,  he  made  amends  to  her,  to  fcffie  {jeans* 
but  the  deluded  object  of  his  first  love,  (or  lust— for  true 
love  he  never  knew),  this  hapless  being  died  in  misery!  but 
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f*r  him  aha  had  been  happy  !  —  bat  for  him  had  been  the 
cherished  wife  of  the  uow  lost  Donacha  Dhu  !  The  curse-» 
the  hot  curse  of  a  withered  heart  stick  to  thee,  monster  !  and 
terribly  avenge  her  fate  ! 

Heu,.  Kternal  powers! — this  then  is——’ 

Don.  Peace,  Reuben  Butler— peace  !  For  years  this  bad 
man’s  child  has  been  under  my  care — but  1  avenged  not  his 
father’s  crimes  on  iiim  :  I  fostered  him  to  prove  a  double  thorn 
in  iiiy  accursed  rival’s  heart  !  bui  this  morn  they  lore  him  from 
me,  and  tven  bow  before  the  hospitable  manse  of  Auohingower, 
they  hang  the  sorj  of  Geordie  Robertson  / 

Reu.  Fly  !  stop  the  execuliou  !  A  hundred  guineas  for  the 
iwifiest  post. 

Staun.  A  hundred, ^ — nay,  a  thousand  !  and  fr^e  pardon  for 
their  misdeeds  ! 

Don.  (Contem piously  )  Pardon  !  who  shall  recieve  pardon 
from  him  who  lacks  it  from  himself  ?  not  one  shall  move— 
even  now  the  sentence  is  fulfilled-,  now  let  me  gloat  on  your 
torments  !  I  would  have  saved  the  boy,  if  in  my  power,  yet 
this  mercy  did  you  not  shew  to  m# — you  murdered  my  peace 
of  mind  for  ever — tore  asunder  the  heart’s  lenderest  chords, 
then  basely  sacrificed  the  wretched  victim  of  your  loo  success¬ 
ful  villainy  !  Piepare  to  atone,  your  lif® - 

Stdun,  Or  lliine  !  short  combat — Reuben  endeavours  to 
part  them,  but  is  withheld  by  the  band — Donacha  is  struck  down 
by  S'auiiton,  who  plunges  his  sword  in  ‘hts  body — the  Whistler 
rushes  in  2  E.  R.  n.  breathless — sees  Donacha /aif — utters  a  cry 
—seizes  Donacha’s  jioorct,  anci  plunges  it  inrtanffy  in  Staunton’s 
bosom— all  IS  the  work  of  a  monunt— Tableau.^ 


SCENE  1 11  — An  Apartment  in  the  Manse. 

Enter  Mrs.  Boti.er, 

Mrs.  B.  I  would  that  some  one  would  come  and  say  aw's 
right  !  My  heart  sinks  sae  low,  I  fear  the  cap'ain’s  temper — 
if'lie  should  shoot  ttiis  unfo.tunale  boy,  it  would  be  the  death 
of  Lady  Staunton. 

SONG.  [Introdu  ed.] 

Enter  David,  and  Efpje  Butler,  in  haste,  l,  h. 

Dav.  Miiher  !  mitlier  !  haste  ye  to  Craigsture,  there's  bce» 
fearlui  work  !  ^Mv  father  has  arrived,  and  Sir  George  SUmb* 
ton  has  been  killed  by  the  Wtiistlr-r! 

Mrs.  i?. ^Gracious  powers  I  by  bis  own  son  I 
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Dav»  ’Tis  e’en  so,  Black  Donacha,  too  i«  dead  ! — it  bap* 
peoed  at  the  Caird’s  cave  j  they  have  brought  the  Whistler  t* 
the  tower  of  Craigsture— ’Lady  Staunton  too  is  there— I  nead 
na  say  mair.  Haste  ye  miiher — haste  ! 

Mrs.  B  Beloved  sister,  1  fly  !  Oh,  Effie,  what  mast  thy 
talferings  be  ?  ^Exit  Mrs.  Butler,  L  H« 

Ejf.  Dear  David — say,  how  happened  this,  and  what  can 
miiher  mean  ? 

Dar.  I  ken  it  aw:  Lady  Staunton  is  our  aunt.  Sir  George 
too,  was  on  his  way  hither — he  met  with  my  father  at  Edio- 
bro’,  and  introduced  himself  as  coming  to  the  highlands.  j;- 

Eff.  Good  heavens  ! — has  Sir  George  then  expired  ? 

Dav,  He  lived  but  to  be  sensible  of  who  his  destroyer  was 
. —  blessed  him  —  forgave  him,  and  expired.  The  captain  has 
secured  the  wretched  youth,  and  i  fear  that  nothing  can  save 
him. 

Eff.  Alas  and  dear  Lady  Staunton - - 

Dav,  It  is  impossible  to  describe  her  agony  ;  fit  succeeded 
fit .  In  the  confusion  of  the  moment,  the  Whistler  broke 
from  his  guards,  they  presented  their  pieces — he  seized  our 
little  brother  Reuben  in  his  arms,  and  bolding  him  up,  defied 
the  fire  of  the  soldiers  ! 

Eff.  Good  Heavens  !  my  dear,  dear  Reuben  ! 

Dav.  Fearful  of  hurting  the  child,  the  soldiers  desisted,  and 
the  maniac-boy  fled  amid  the  rocks  with  the  child  in  his  arms; 
he  cannot  escape,  for  the  defile  is  fill  d  with  men — the  soldiery 
are  closing  round  him  fast.  Come  Effie,  let  us  hasten  I 

[£«i(  David,  and  Efiie,  L.  H. 


SCENE  ir. —  Tower  of  Craigsture.  An  open 'part  of  the  Lock 
In  the  back  ground  the  Water^s  hi  ought  down  at  fat  as  the 
front  Rock  piece  on  the  It.  H.  In  the  fourth  or  fifth  groves,  a 
very  high  rock,  which  leans  over  the  If^ater,  occupying  nearly 
half  the  width  of  the  Stage,  with  a  platform,  winch  also  com- 
municates  in  sight  of  the  audience,  with  the  rock  pieces  of  the 
third  groves,  which  have  also  a  platform  r.ovimunicahug  with 
the  Stage — nearly  central.  The  Tower,  or  Prison,  with,  a 
praclkuble  door  L.  H.  • 

Enter  CaptaIN,  and  ReuBeN  Butler,  from  Tower. 

Reu  Unhappy.  Sir  George  !  the  errors  of  ihv  former  wild 
life  have  indeed  called  down  a  heavy  vengeance .f 

Cap  ,  O,  my  conscience,  meenister  Potler,  ye  are  in  tha 
right  'til  been  as  ( niiiious  as  Green  to  a  Graham— but  ha  - 
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erer,  1  ha'  cut  off  Biack  Donaoha’s  head,  and  I’ll  ha’  it  stuck 
op  before  the  gude  ladj’s  window — ’twill  be  some  comfort  lull 
her  to  think  Sir  George  has  been  sae  avenged  ! 

Reu,  Captain,  I  do  request  that  vou’ll  abandon  the  thought, 
ai.d  I*'!  us  eiideavoul  id  compose  the  hapless  lad^  —  mj  heart 
bl*‘ed'  for  her. 

C'ljd,  Tiue,  true — but  gang  vour  ways  nieenister.  I  ha’  it 
— t**!!  tier  tliai  iu  five  miiuites  1  11  strap  up  the  Ud. 

Feu.  What,  her  o^n  son  ? 

Capf  i  don’t  bedeve  a  word  on  t ;  Biack  Donaclia  was 
•ort  of  irafficer  in  human  flesh — be  bought  mony  poir  bairn- 
dootless,  and  there’s  nae  ptonf  he  is  her  child,  and  lull  the 
coutiary,  he’s  not  like  either  of  them — but  however,  if  he  is, 
he  deserves  to  be  hansed  ;  and  as  I'lii  appointed  tul  see  the 
the  law  inforc’d  in  aP  criminal  cases,  die  he  s’  all  ! 

Reu.  I  know  the  late  unhappy  divisions  in  the  country,  by 
compelling  the  government  to  enforce  martial  law  in  these 
islands,  have  vested  you  with  a  discretionary  power  of  life  and 
death — but  mind,  only  a  discretionary  power  ;  and  f  insist  that 
the  Duke  of  Argyle,  is  apprised  of  this  disastrous  aftair  ! 

Capt.  Sae  he  shall,  when  the  oft'endei  has  suflered  !  I  ha* 
said  it  -  I  ha’  sworn  it  !  for  the  next  life  he  takes  may  be  mine, 
or  yours,  or  your  bairns  —  the  unsonsy  devil ! 

Jteu  Can  I  prevail  with  you— — 

Capt.  Minister  Putler,  you  canna  ! 

Enter  Mrs,  BltlER,  r.  h. 

Mrs.  B.  My  Reu!»en — alas  !  to  what  a  dreadful  hour  wo 
meet  my  sister -my  puir  sister! 

Reu.  Your  sister,  .leannie  ! — what  mean  you  ?  ’ 

Mrs,  B.  ’Tis  the  unhappy  Lady  Staunton !— anon  you  shall 
know  ail  ;  I  would  he  had  known  all  before.  Take  me  to  her. 

[f-jiif  Reuben,  and  Mrs.  Butler,  into  the  Totcer* 
Enter  DaVID,  Eefik,  and  a  Serjeant.  R.  H. 

Serjeant.  Captain,  the  youth’s  ferocity  and  despair,  exceed* 
all  bounds — be  has  seized  a  lighted  brand,  and  has  set  fire  to 
yonder  plantation  ;  the  thatch  of  the  cottages  have  caught,  and 
we  are  surrounded  by  flames,  and  he  must  perish — which, 
for  the  infant,  be  had  done  ere  now  ;  we  wait  your  final  order •> 

Capt.  Spare  him  not  !  we  shall  aw  be  roasted  olive— be  has 
already  slain  bis  father  ;  aud  alas !  puir  leddie,  I  may  say  he 
has  destroyed  bis  mither  too.  I  charge  ye  not  to  fire  to  endanger 
the  child  ;  but  let  our  best  marksmen,  (if  at  any  time  he  drops 
Ike  infant),  use  their  best  aim,  [^Exii  Serjeant,  R.  ii 

Dear  Captain,  let  ui*  entreat— —  tcilliouf.] 
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DaVf  Hark  !  (The  Whistler  appears  on  the  first  platform  of 
rocks  nearest  the  Stage,  apparently  drenched  in  bloody  and  in 
the  last  stage  of  exhaustion — </ic  Soldiers  are  pursuing  him — 
he  holds  up  the  l^hild.) 

Whis.  Ye  murderous  clan — je  ha’  'slain  Black  Donacha 
Now — nov»  behold  my  vengeance  !  I’ll  tear  this  brattling 
limb  from  limb,  and  feed  the  vultures  with  the  flesh  of  the 
Sassanach  !  (He  rushes  up  to  the  second  platform,  and  appears 
on  the  extremity  of  the  cliff,  apparently  on  the  point  of  hurling 
the  Child  into  the  water.  General  consternation.) 

Capt.  Fire — fire,  for  the  love  of  gudeness  !  (.S  loud  shriek 

•—Mrs.  Butler  rushes  out,  folloioed  by  Reuben  Butler.) 

Mrs.  B.  No,  no,  my  infant  will  be  murdered!  For  hea¬ 
ven’s  let  me  intreat  him  to  save  him. 

Reu.  Captain,  you  hear  her  ?  You’ll  not  be  obstinate, 

Capt,  Minister  Putler,  ye  shall  prevail.  Hide  yourselves— 

( To  Serjeant.)— remember  what  I  told  ye.  (All  retire  but  Mrs, 
Butler  and  Effie.  Music.  Mrs,  Butler  in  puntommc  entreats 
for  the  life  of  her  Child,  and  assures  him  they  are  gone  — he  he¬ 
sitates,  and  at  length  descends  to  the  middle  of  the  Utage.) 

Whis.  (Pointing  to  Child.)  Attempt  to  harm  me,  and  he 
dies.  Black  Donacha’s  blood  is  unrevenged. 

Reu.  Wretched  youth,  know  you  not  that  he  whom  you  have 
killed — that  Sir  George  btaunton  was  your  father  P 

W his,  (Puts  Child  doxon,  and  placing  his  hand  on  its  shoul¬ 
der,  prevents  it  from  going.)  So  they  say,  but  he  killed  Dona-  *• 
oha,  who  had  been  a  father  aye  to  me.  1  shared  his  all — in 
his  wretchedness  he  divided  his  morsel  with  me.  Now  this 
Sassanach  father  never  gave  me  bite  or  sup,  and  had  1  come 
to  his  door  in  want,  would  not  have  let  me  warm  my  perish¬ 
ing  limbs  even  at  his  menial’s  fire  !  say,  then,  whose  claims 
are  greatest — his,  who  rears  and  protects  a  hapless  being,  or 
his,  who  in  a  moment  of  riot,  unwittingly  becomes  the  author 
of  its  life  ? 

Reu.  Young  man,  your  father  has  been  seeking  you  for 
years  You  were  torn  from  him  when  an  infant,  and  he,  at 
the  time  he  met  his  fate,  was  on  his  way  to  raise  you  to  happi¬ 
ness  and  honour. 

Whis.  (Doubtingly.)  And  he  commenced  by  taking  the  life 
of  him  who  had  been  the  means  of  his  child  yet  breathing  .p 

Ren.  Again  you  misinterpret.  The  attack  was  commenced 
by  Donacha.  The  lady  you  saw  at  the  manse  was  your  own 
mother— (Whistler  oppears  deeply  interested,)  — whose  life 
you’ve  also  destroyed,  for  should  she  be  so  unhappy  as  to  sur 
vive,  her  wits  are  flown  for  ever  ! 
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Mrs.  B,  And  you  would  now  murder  os  by  destroying  our 
infant, 

IV his.  (Raising  kis  hand  from  the  Child.)  No,  no — f  will 
not.  Go,  child;  and  may  you  be  a  blessing  to  your  parents, 
as  1  Lave  been  a  curse  !  {\ds  the  Child  '-ims  to  Mrs.  Butler, 
she  utters  a  fr antic  cty,  and  pres:>ts  it  to  her  bosom — the 

histler  gazing  with  intense  feeling.) 

li  his.  1  never  knew  what  it  was  to  be  pressed  to  a  mother’s 
bosom  :  can  you  wonder,  then,  that  1  am  not  as  you  are  ? 
Like  the  tiger,  I  have  been  reared  in  blood  I 

Reu.  You  bleed  now. 

HVhis.  On  my  first  escape,  a  ball  from  one  of  the  soldiers 
struck  my  arm.  This — (Pointing  to  another  place.) — is 
Block  Douacha’s  blood  and  this  is—  (Looks  at  ity  and 
slutduetSi  Music,  hdidy  Stavnton  comes  from  the  toiverjop- 
poiently  lost  to  all  around — the  moment  the  Whistler  sees  her, 
he  starts,  and  stands  petrified  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  her  ) 

Lady  S.  Come,  come.  Sir  George — the  carriage  waits.  The 
Lord  High  Steward  will  be  vexed  at  our  delay.  Come,  love, 
and  in  the  festive  ball  we’ll  lose  awhile  all  thoughts  of  cur 
lost  little  one.  Come,  Sir  George.  What,  not  ready  P  Oh. 
sluggish  fop,  wilt  never  be  attired  ?  Ah!  we'll  to  Auchin- 
gower,  to  Reuben,  and  to  Jeannie — they  aregood,  they  will 
tell  us  of  our  boy.  (Turns,  and  sees  the  Whistler,  utters  a 
piercing  cry — all  rush  on.)  He  is  there  •  red,  red  with  his  fa¬ 
ther’s  blood  -  his  heart’s  blood  !  See,  see  w  here  it  has  spur- 
tled  on  his  pallid  brow  !  (  Falls  on  the  Stage — as  they  are  co^ 
^^ing  near  her,  W'histler  waves  them  off.) 

Whis.  Hold  off— bold  off,  one  moment-  one  moment,  I 
implore  you  !  Ere  I  die,  let  me  for  the  first  and  last  time, 
press  a  mother  to  my  heart !  {Raises  her,  embraces,  and  kisses 
her-  overwhelmed  by  his  feelings.)  Take  her  !  Stay — once 
more.  (Kisses  her.)  God  bless  thee,  mother!  the  murderer 
shall  mar  thy  peace  no  more  My  father  sleeps  for  ever, 
and  Black  Donacha  stiffens  on  his  gory  bed.  Hark  !  the  kel- 
p’e  screams,  and  1  know  the  summons.  Let  me  atone—  'tis 
vet  in  my  pow'er  to  show  ‘ou  that  will  please  ye  all.  *  Follow 
me,  soldiers,  while  I  point  it  out  (Ascending. Ihe  rock  as  he 
speaks.  See  see  how  the  flames  gain  upon  us  !  Who  caused 
the  devastation  ?  Twas  I  !  Now  behold  the  Whistier’a 
death  !  (  By  this  time  he  has  gained  the  summit  of  the  cliff, 

and  with  the  last  words  he  draws  a  concealed  pistol,  shoots  him^ 
self,  and  falls  off  the  cliff  into  the  water.) 

THE  CURTAIN  FALLS. 
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